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SWEET  MACE. 


CHAPTER  I, 

HOW  GIL  CARR  HEARD  A  CONCERT  IN  SPRING. 

''  Too  soon  for  sweet  mace — a  bunch  for 
sweet  Mace,"  said  Gil  Carr  as  he  bent 
down  amongst  the  sedges  to  pick  the  bright 
blue  scorpion  grass,  its  delicate  flowers  re- 
lieved with  yellow,  ^^  so  she  must  have 
forget-me-not.  I  wonder  whether  she'll 
keep  some  when  I'm  far  away." 

He  stopped  and  smiled  and  listened,  for 
the  morning  concert  was  beginning  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  at  four  o'clock 
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in  the  morning  and  down  in  a  Sussex  valley 
near  the  sea. 

A  long  while  since  ?  Nay,  a  mere  instant 
of  time  in  this  world's  life  ;  and  spite  of  all 
some  writers  say,  and  though  we  now  have 
steam  and  electric  current  to  our  hand,  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  men  thought 
and  spoke  the  same — perhaps  a  little  more 
roughly  than  they  do  now. 

There  was  the  pleasant  gurgle  of  water  at 
Gil  Carr's  feet,  and  as  he  drew  back  from 
where  the  stream  rippled  and  swirled,  and 
a  trout  darted  into  sight,  saw  him,  and  flashed 
away  beneath  the  shelter  of  a  jutting  stone, 
he  paused  beneath  the  spreading  branches  of 
the  trees,  half- closed  his  eyes,  thought  of 
sweet  Mace,  and  revelled,  as  young  men  of 
eight-and-twenty  can  who  love  to  place  one 
object  in  the  chief  est  spot  of  all  they  see. 

Here  is  the  site  of  Gil  Carr's  musings, 
for  untouched  Nature  shows  little  change. 
Overhead  there  is  a  fabric  of  tenderest  green 
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leaves,  laced  with  pearly  cobweb  and  flash- 
ing threads  of  sunshine,  which  run  in  and 
out  like  sheaves  of  glorified  asbestos,  and 
weave  the  whole  into  a  wondrous  shelter 
beneath  whose  delicious  dream -shadow  one 
wanders  in  a  haze  of  green.  For  Nature's 
own  colour  is  lavishly  used  to  decorate  this 
glorious  amphitheatre  for  the  first  concert 
in  spring,  and  there  it  is  in  every  shade, 
from  the  sweet  pale  ash-green  of  the  opening 
willow  to  the  rich  hue  of  the  dogs'  mercury 
and  hemlock.  Green  everywhere,  for  the 
delicate  curtains  of  the  trees  are  green,  the 
carpet  is  verdant,  and  the  banks  that  rise 
tier  upon  tier  are  of  the  richest  velvet  moss. 
There  is  no  uniformity  here,  there  are  no 
rows  of  seats,  but  a  grand  confusion,  upon 
which  the  eye  lingers  restfully  and  which 
it  refuses  to  quit. 

Lest   there   should   be   too    much   green, 
Nature  has  been  lavish  with  other  colours. 
There  rise  up   the   fascines  of   osiers   from 
B  2 
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the  lowest  part  of  the  gurgling  stream, 
light  leafy  smooth  stems  of  a  golden  yel- 
low; there  are  the  oak  boles  creamy  and 
grey  with  wondrous  lichens;  grey,  silvery, 
and  golden  tassels  hang  from  sallow,  alder, 
and  willow,  and  the  carpet  is  dotted  with 
delicious  patches  of  tint.  Yonder,  harmo- 
niously blended  with  the  green,  is  the  pur- 
ple of  the  wild  hyacinth,  amidst  which, 
and  dotting  the  carpet  everywhere  with  its 
delicate  sulphur  stars,  is  the  primrose,  with 
the  burnished  bullion  yellow  of  the  celandine 
close  by,  amidst  which,  bending  gracefully 
over,  half  modest,  half  vain,  are  the  silver 
stars  of  the  wood  anemone,  displaying  their 
outer  tints  of  delicate  violet  mauve. 

Talk  of  violets  too,  there  they  are,  not 
the  scented  sweets  of  earliest  spring,  but  the 
larger,  bluer,  more  plentiful  Viola  canina^ 
growing  in  patches  with  the  purple  orchids. 
Colour  ?  There  is  ample  to  relieve  the 
greenest  green,  untiring  though  it  be,  and 
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were  brighter  tints  wanted  they  are  here, 
such  as  put  to  shame  the  brightest  gems  of 
our  greatest  jewellers'  shops.  There  they  are, 
whenever  the  silvery  arrows  of  the  sun  flash 
through  the  delicate  leafage  like  a  wondrous 
rain — there  they  are,  bright,  dazzling,  flash- 
ing,   and   sparkling,    the   vivid   transparent 
grouped  rays  of  Iris  herself  on  every  pearly 
drop  of  dew,  lying  waiting  for  the  sun  to 
gather  it  to  his  bosom,  and  feel  the  daily 
fire  of  his  life-giving  ray.     Nature  has  sur- 
jDassed    herself,    and    all    is   bright,    while, 
bright  though  the  decorations  be,  the  most 
a3sthetic  critic  could  not  find  one  that  offfends. 
There   could   be   no  want   of   finish   where 
Nature   has   worked,    and   here,    where   all 
harmonises  to  the  eye,  she  has  prepared,  for 
the  grand  burst  of  harmony  for  the  ear,  that 
wondrous  concert  that  surely  begins  on  one 
particular  undated  morning  in  spring,  when, 
as  if  moved  by  a  single  impulse,  all  bird- 
dom  breaks  forth  into  song — a  song  of  praise 
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SO  sweet  and  glorious  that  the  heart  seems 
to  leap,  ay,  and  does  leap,  back  over  the  gulf 
of  years,  to  feel  as  in  childhood's  days,  before 
rust,  canker,  and  the  world's  own  wear  had 
hardened  it  to  what  it  is. 

There  are  no  bills  issued.  If  there  were, 
they  would  say,  ^^  Come  early."  If  you  do 
not,  the  loss  is  yours.  There  are  no  pro- 
grammes, for  the  oratorio  is  Nature's  song 
of  praise.  As  to  tickets,  they  are  minus  too, 
for  the  cost  of  entrance  is  the  effort  to  drag 
yourself  from  the  drowsy  pillow.  And  seats  ? 
No,  you  must  stand.  Lean  here  against 
this  mossy  old  bole,  and  listen.  Nature, 
the  great  conductress  of  the  orchestra,  has 
arrived,  and  in  a  few  moments  she  will 
raise  her  baton ^  and  the  concert  will  begin. 
Rehearsal  has  been  going  on  for  weeks,  and 
various  artists  have  been  tuning  up.  Night 
after  night,  till  quite  dark,  the  thrush  has 
piped ;  the  robin  has  worked  hard  in  a  low 
subdued  voice  to  recollect  the  plaintive  little 
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song  he  sang  so  well  while  the  apples  were 
gathered  and  the  leaves  turned  to  crimson 
and  gold  on  the  medlar  tree;  while  every 
here  and  there,  where  the  buds  began  to 
swell,  the  chaffinch— Coelebs,  the  bachelor — 
in  his  pretty  tinted  suit  of  grey  and  green 
and  neutral  hues,  seemed  busy  day  by  day 
carrying  up  little  buckets  of  silver  sound, 
and  pouring  them  tinkling  down  amidst  the 
leafless  sprays.  But  this  morning,  rehearsal 
is  over,  and  the  concert  is  to  begin — the 
full  burst  from  every  chorister,  solo  singer, 
and  instrumentalist,  many  of  whom  have 
been  practising  since  the  first  faint  grey  of 
dawn,  when  the  blackbird  first  scattered  the 
spray  from  the  leaves,  and  darted,  like  a 
streak  of  black  velvet  following  a  point  of 
fire,  down  amidst  the  hazel  stubbs,  crying 
^^  chink,  chink,"  to  the  waking  birds. 

Hark  !  the  company  is  all  expectation  for 
the  concert  to  begin ;  there  is  the  deep  low 
humming  buzz  and  murmur  as  of  thousands 
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speaking  in  a  vasty  hall.     Tell  me  it  is  the 
bees   and   other   insects   honey   and   pollen 
gathering  amidst  the  willow  blossoms  if  you 
will,  but  I  prefer  to  dream  of  being  in  a 
grand  amphitheatre  with  an  oratorio  about 
to  commence,  and  the  whim  fits  me  as  I 
stand  and  listen  here,  fancy  stricken,  weak, 
if  you  will,  but  with  swelling  heart,  dew- 
moistened  eyes,  and  so  wondrous  a  feeling 
of  rapture  pervading  every  sense,  that,  for- 
getful of  the  bitter,  biting  past — the  cruel 
winter  and  its  aches  and  ails,  the  soul  seems 
to  rise  in  gratitude  from  its  very  being  for 
the  wondrous  sense  of  joy  it  feels,  and  here 
in  the  sacred  stillness  of  the  early  morn  to 
cry,  '^ Thank  God!"  and  compare  the  country 
with  the  town. 

Tuning  up  still.  There  is  the  strange 
harsh,  reedy,  repeated,  hautboy-like  minor 
note  of  the  wryneck — the  cuckoo's  mate  not 
long  arrived ;  the  willow- wren  jerks  forth 
two  notes  from  its  piccolo  ;    and  the  black- 
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bird,  dropping  its  alarm  note,  begins  to 
flute  so  softly  and  sweetly  that  it  needs  no 
programme  to  tell  that  the  theme  is  love. 
Up  rises  the  lark,  then,  after  a  short  chorus 
to  sing  his  solo,  a  song  of  silver  broken  into 
,seed,  a  song  that  the  sweet  bird  seems  to 
carry  higher  and  higher,  scattering  as  it 
goes,  for  the  notes  to  fall  here,  there,  and 
everywhere,  to  be  wafted  away  by  winds 
for  the  silver  grains  to  fall  into  human 
beings'  ears,  where  they  take  root  and  stay, 
never  to  be  forgotten  ;  for,  though  the  pos- 
sessor roam  the  wide  world  round,  the  song 
of  the  lark  once  heard  is  never  lost. 

Another  soloist,  the  foreign  musician  from 
over  the  sea,  with  its  mellow  cuckoo  note  ; 
and  then  comes  an  introduction  from  the 
orchestra,  where  the  starlings  wheeze  and 
drum,  and  play  castanets.  There  are  strange 
effects,  too,  introduced  by  the  great  com- 
poser, harsh  trumpet  brays  by  the  blue- 
barred   jays,    answered    by   gentle   cooings 
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from  the  doves,  as  if  tyranny  and  love  sang 
duets,  and  then  a  grand  chorale  rises  as  the 
thrush  leaves  off  its  stirring  recitative. 

Again  a  solo,  morning  though  it  be,  and 
you  say  ^^the  thrush."  But  no,  those  notes 
were  somewhat  like  those  of  the  great  con* 
tralto  merulus  ;  but  listen,  they  are  sweeter 
far,  and  they  are  soprano,  for  it  is  Philomel 
herself.  Hark !  After  those  long- complaining 
notes  there  is  a  familiar  ^*  Weep,  weep,  weep, 
chug-chug-chug-chug-chug!"  The  very  or- 
chestra seems  hardly  to  breathe  and  not  a 
chorister  to  move  as  this  wondrous  strain  of 
richest  melody  goes  rising,  falling,  thrilling 
the  breast,  till  one  breathes  the  sweet  fresh 
balmy  air  in  sobs,  and  drinks  in  the  sweet 
draught  of  music — a  drink  for  the  gods  till 
it  is  ended,  and  there  are  no  dregs.  Here 
come  the  harsh  notes,  though,  from  the 
orchestra — a  short  sharp  jerky  recitative 
from  the  magpie,  followed  by  the  angry 
declamation  of  the  jay,  leading  up  to  those 
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little  fiddlers  the  chaffinches,  with  their 
seconds,  the  finches  of  green,  and  the  linnets 
on  the  outer  edge.  There  is  a  short  running 
chorus  here,  followed  by  a  short  chorale  that 
is  even  slow  and  solemn,  and  then  there  is  a 
pause — twelve  bars  rest — Nature's  baton  is 
suspended,  and  one  seems  to  see  the  grand 
dame  with  her  attendant  train  of  nymphs, 
with  Flora  and  Iris  looking  on.  Then  come 
once  more  the  soft  long  thrilling  notes  of 
the  nightingale,  reciting  the  song  with  which 
at  night  the  grove  will  ring.  It  is  recita- 
tive of  inexpressible  sweetness,  and  it  leads 
up  to  the  grand  chorus,  the  great  song  of 
praise  from  thousands  of  birds'  throats, 
beneath  which  seems  to  sigh  like  the  mur- 
mur of  the  deepest  pedal-pipes  of  an  organ 
the  low  buzz  of  insect  life,  blending,  support- 
ing, and  adding  grandeur  to  that  which  is 
already  great. 

It  is  the  great  spring  chorus  of  the  year, 
when  every  bird  seems  to  sing  his  best,  and 
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vie  with  his  fellow  in  the  effort  to  produce 
the  sweetest  sounds.  Once  heard  never  for- 
gotten, it  is  a  something  that  the  greatest 
traveller  will  tell  you  cannot  be  surpassed, 
while  there  are  millions  year  by  year,  who 
from  neglect  or  compulsion  fail  to  hear, 
though  the  concert  is  free  to  every  one  who 
will  trouble  himself  to  get  a  place  and  fill 
his  heart  with  joy  that  is  without  a  care. 

When  is  this  concert  ?  Perhaps  in  April, 
perhaps  in  May.  It  is  when  the  east  wind 
ceases  to  dry,  and  the  balmy  south  breathes 
sweetness  over  the  awakened  earth.  It  is 
indeed  a  ^'  sensation  "  matchless  in  itself  and 
particular  to  our  land,  though  some  such 
harmony  must  have  greeted  the  senses  of  the 
first  man  when  he  opened  his  eyes  to  the 
flowers  of  the  new-made  earth,  and  drank  in 
its  sweets  and  joys. 

'^  My  hands  are  hot,"  said  Gil  Carr,  the 
Adam  of  the  little  Eden  of  a  wilderness,  as 
he  thought  upon  his  Eve ;   and  returning  to 
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the  stream  once  more,  he  dipped  the  bunch 
of  forget-me-nots  beneath  the  gurgHng  cur- 
rent, afterwards  wrappmg  the  stems  round 
with  the  broad  leaf  of  a  dock,  and  walked 
away  trying  to  imitate  the  piping  of  the 
nightingale,  and  wondering  how  long  it 
would  be  before  the  glow-worms  would  begin 
to  light  their  lamps  in  the  soft  warm  even- 
ings ;  while  he  smiled  as  he  thought  of  the 
signals  they  had  made  upon  the  sloping 
bank  that  stretched  up  to  the  hedge  of  haw- 
thorn fronting  Mace's  casement,  where  the 
pale  white  roses  grew. 


u 


CHAPTER  II. 


HOW  THE  king's  MESSENGER  SOUGHT  ROEHURST 
POOL  IN  JULY,  AND  WHAT  HE  SAW. 


''  Sir  Thomas,  and  if  I  did  not  feel  bound  to 
carry  out  my  royal  master's  commands,  I'd 
go  no  further,  but  sit  down  here  on  this 
shady  bank,  and  bask  in  the  sunshine  of 
your  daughter's  eyes.  Once  more  I  say,  is 
there  any  ending  to  this  winding  lane?'' 

''  Patience,  Sir  Mark ;  pray  have  patience," 
said  portly  Sir  Thomas  Beckley,  baronet 
and  justice  of  the  peace,  as  he  took  off 
his  sugar-loaf  hat  with  its  plume  of  cock's 
feathers,  and  wiped  the  great  beads  of  per- 
spiration from  his  pink  brow.  ^^  Patience; 
and  pray  do  not  stuff  my  daughter's  head 
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with  courtly  phrases,  or  you  will  make  her 
vain." 

'^Patience?  Why,  Sir  Thomas,  it  is  for 
her  sake  I  am  speaking.  This  lane  has  gone 
up  and  down,  and  in  and  out,  and  back- 
wards and  forwards,  till  my  heart  aches 
more  than  my  legs  to  see  her  pretty  little 
feet  getting  wedged  between  stones,  and  her 
face  flushed  with  toil." 

^^  Well,  yes,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  'Hhe  roads 
are  rather  bad  down  here  in  Sussex." 

^ '  Bad,  man  ?  Why,  they  are  abominable. 
They  are  as  if  cursed  by  witches.  In  winter 
they  must  be  sloughs  and  pits  for  unwary 
feet." 

^^  This  is  but  a  by-road.  Sir  Mark,"  said 
the  baronet,  pompously. 

^^  By-road,  indeed!  Mistress  Anne,  why 
did  you  not  have  the  carriage  ? " 

"  This  lane  was  never  meant  for  carriages. 
Sir  Mark,"  cried  Sir  Thomas,  hastily.  ^^The 
last  time  I  had  it  brought  down  here,  my 
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two  stout  horses  dragged   the   fore  wheels 
from  the  body." 

''  The  ruts  are  ready  to  drag  my  legs 
from  my  body,  Sir  Thomas ;  and,  fiends  and 
torture,  what  blocks !  Why,  what  rock  is 
that?" 

^'Refuse  or  cinder  from  the  iron  forges. 

Sir  Mark,"  replied  the  baronet,  with  the  air 

of  a  guide.     ^'In  this  district,  sir,  the  finest 

iron  is  found  in    abundance  just  below  the 

surface." 

"  And  you  own  a  goodly  portion  of  the 
land,  Sir  Thomas?"  said  Sir  Mark,  with  an 
involuntary  glance  at  the  lady. 

'^  Well,  yes,"  replied  the  baronet  with  a 
round  look  of  satisfaction;  ^^  I  have  a  fair 
number  of  acres  and  some  wide-spread  forest 
land  for  timber  and  charcoal-burning  should 
I  care  to  smelt." 

"  Happy  man,"  said  Sir  Mark.  '^  'Tis  a 
pleasant  life  down  here  in  these  woods. 
But  Mistress  Anne,  is  it  not  dull  in  winter  ?" 
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*'0h,  yes,  Sir  Mark,  so  dull;  and  we  are 
shut  in  at  times  for  weeks." 

"No  wonder  with  such  roads  as  these. 
Sir  Thomas,  have  you  no  pity  for  your 
daughter's  state  ?  " 

'^  The  weather  has  come  in  hot,"  said  Sir 
Thomas,  carefully  taking  off  his  plumed  hat. 
*^But  we  are  just  there  now;  shall  we  rest 
awhile?" 

"Ay,  that  we  will.  Mistress  Anne,  here 
is  a  fallen  tree  with  waving  bracken  and  the 
shining  leaves  of  the  beech  to  shelter  you 
from  the  sun.  There,  am  I  right — is  that 
oak  — are  those  bracken  fronds?" 

"Quite  right,"  said  the  lady  addressed, 
as,  either  from  the  action  of  her  heart  or  the 
warmth  of  the  sun,  she  blushed  deeply,  the 
red  glow  spreading  up  to  the  deep  auburn, 
fuzzy  hair  that  gathered  over  her  freckled 
forehead.  Then  carefully  spreading  her 
skirts  she  seated  herself  upon  the  fallen 
trunk  of  a  huge  oak  that  had  been  felled  the 
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previous  winter,  judging  by  the  state  of  the 
chips  that  still  lay  around,  the  branches 
having  been  lopped,  cut  into  short  lengths, 
and  piled  into  a  long  low  stack. 

*^Ah,  that  is  restful,"  said  Sir  Mark, 
smiling  down  at  the  lady,  while  the  baronet 
glanced  from  one  to  the  other,  dabbed  his 
face,  and  then  pressed  down  the  feather- 
stuffed  breeches  that  puffed  out  his  hips ;  also 
his  best,  put  on  in  honour  of  his  visitor  from 
town,  but  evidently  unpleasant  wear  in  the 
hot  and  airless  lane. 

^^May  I  sit  by  thee,  sweet — or  at  your 
feet?"  whispered  Sir  Mark,  with  a  glance 
at  the  angular  oak-chips  blackened  by  the 
action  of  the  iron-impregnated  water  that 
sometimes  rushed  down  the  lane. 

For  answer  Mistress  Anne  uttered  a  shriek, 
rose  quickly,  and  half  threw  herself  in  the 
young  man's  arms. 

'^  A  snake — a  viper  —an  adder,"  she  cried, 
as,  raising  its  head  and  uttering  a  low  hiss, 
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a  reptile  some  two  feet  or  so  long  glided 
from  beneath  the  tree  and  disappeared 
amidst  the  rustling  ferns. 

Sir  Mark  Leslie,  a  rather  handsome,  im- 
perious-looking young  man,  with  somewhat 
effeminate  features,  showily  dressed  in 
russet  velvet,  with  a  short  stiff  frill  around 
his  neck,  started  back  a  step,  and  clapping 
his  hand  on  his  sword  half  di-ew  it  from  its 
sheath;  but,  as  a  hearty,  hoarse  roar  of 
laughter  fell  upon  his  ear,  he  flushed  angrily, 
and  thrust  it  back  to  turn  upon  the  man 
who  had  dared  to  laugh  at  him,  while  the 
reptile  made  its  way  into  a  shallow  rabbit- 
burrow  in  the  steep  overhanging  bank.  For 
the  rugged  little  path,  ill-made  with  dark- 
hued,  furnace  cinder,  ran  here  deep  down 
between  two  water-worn  banks  that  looked 
as  if  the  earth  had  cracked  asunder,  leav- 
ing twin  sides  mottled  with  rugged  stone 
and  yellow  sandbeds,  upon  whose  shelving 
slopes  ferns  and  brambles  luxuriated,  and 
c2 
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trees  flourished  with  roots  half-aerial,  half- 
buried  in  the  soil.  The  sea-breeze  might 
be  sweeping  the  hills  above,  but  down  here 
there  would  be  hardly  a  breath  of  air, 
while  Nature's  train  held  revel  far  and  near. 
Freshly -turned  sandy  earth  showed  where 
the  rabbits  burrowed,  high  up  in  the  soft 
bank  the  sandmartins  had  a  colony,  while 
night  and  morn  the  woodland  was  musical 
with  the  notes  of  blackbird  and  thrush, 
though  the  concert  Gil  Carr  had  listened  to 
a  month  before  was  more  subdued,  and 
the  nightingale  kept  his  sweet  lays  till 
another  year. 

Just  beyond  where  the  little  party  had 
halted,  the  high  bank  displayed  another 
rift,  through  which  a  faint  track  ran  at 
right  angles  to  the  one  they  had  pursued, 
apparently  deep  through  the  overhanging 
wood,  for  the  way  was  darkened  by  the 
trees  to  a  dim  green -hued  twilight,  dashed 
and  splashed  and  streaked  with  silver  sun- 


SWEET  MACE.  21 

shine,  which  played  like  dazzling  cobwebs 
amidst  the  sprays  and  twigs  of  hazel,  dog- 
wood, and  hornbeam,  or  lay  in  glittering 
patches  upon  the  clover-leaved  woodsorrel, 
which  carpeted  the  soil  with  velvet-green. 

It  was  from  the  corner  of  the  bank  which 
formed    this     side-track    that     the    hoarse 
laughter    came,    and,  turning    sharply.  Sir 
Mark  gazed  fiercely  upon  a  rugged-looking 
mahogany-faced  man,  who  seemed  to  have 
faced  storm  and  sunshine  where  these  slaves 
of  Nature   work   their  worst.     His   scanty 
hair   was   grizzled,    his    beard   rusty,    half- 
grey,  and  unkempt ;  his  hands  were  knotted 
and  gnarled,   and,  saving   his   eyes,  every- 
thing about  him  betokened  wear  and  tear. 
They  alone  flashed,  and  brightly,  from  be- 
neath his  shaggy  brows,  as,  leaning  against 
the  corner,  he  stood  with  crossed  legs,  one 
hand  holding  a    little  thick-stemmed,  very 
small-bowled  clay  pipe,  which  he  leisurely 
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smoked,  resting  his  elbow  the  while  in  his 
right  hand. 

*'Who  are  you?  how  dare  you  look  at 
me  like  that,  you  dog?"  cried  the  young 
man  imperiously. 

'^  Who  am  I,  my  jack-a-dandy  ?"  said  the 
other,  taking  his  pipe  from  his  lips  and 
emitting  a  thin  fine  thread  of  smoke. 
^^  That's  no  concern  of  thine.  Hey,  halloa 
there !  Abel  Churr,  ahoy !  " 

A  responsive  shout  came  from  out  of  the 
wood,  and  a  thin,  bent,  cunning-looking 
man,  with  closely  set,  uneasy  eyes,  came 
quickly  from  amidst  the  hazels,  which  he 
parted  with  his  hands,  as  he  advanced. 

'^  Here's  what  you  are  seeking,  lad.  You 
are  just  in  time.  A  brave  girt  fellow  for 
you." 

''  Where,  where,  Mas'  Wat?" 

^'  He's  just  gone  up  yon  bank  into  the  bit 
of  a  coney-hole ;  and  our    gay  St.  George 
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there  was  whipping  out  his  skewer  to  pook 
the  dragon,  and  save  Sir  Thomas's  fair 
daughter  from  his  fangs,  when  I  laughed, 
and  sent  the  steel  back  into  his  sheath." 

^'Let  me  pass  you,"  said  the  new-comer 
eagerly,  as  stick  in  hand,  and  with  a  rabbit- 
skin  wallet  slung  from  his  shoulder  beneath 
his  arm,  he  hastily  came  out  into  the  lane, 
and,  saluting  the  portly  baronet  and  the 
lady,  began  to  climb  the  bank. 

Sir  Mark  scowled  at  the  smoker  with  a 
look  full  of  resentment,  but  the  latter  re- 
placed his  pipe  and  gazed  full  at  him  with 
so  keen  and  unblushing  a  stare  that  the 
young  courtier  was  disconcerted. 

^'  Coarse  boor ! "  he  muttered,  turning  away 
with  a  contemptuous  shrug. 

'^Jack-a-dandy!"  said  the  smoker  to 
himself.  Then  aloud,  ''A  fine  day,  Mas' 
Beckley.  Save  your  worship,  I  beg  pardon; 
it's  Sir  Thomas,  now,  is  it  not  ?" 

''Yes,  Master  Wat  Kilby,  it  is,"  said  the 
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baronet,  stiffly;  and  he  coughed  aloud,  and 
gave  the  large  cane  he  carried  a  thump  on 
the  ground  as  he  turned  to  watch  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  new  comer. 

The  lank  rugged  man  took  a  step  or  two 
forward  as  well,  to  the  great  disgust  of  Sir 
Mark,  who  had  held  out  his  arm  to  the 
lady,  to  receive  both  her  hands,  as  with  an 
extensive  display  of  alarm  she  stood  shrink- 
ing away,  while  the  thin,  eager  man  went 
up  the  bank,  pushing  the  branches  and 
ferns  aside  with  his  stick,  peering  before 
him  the  while. 

There  was  something  eminently  foxy  or 
weasel-like  in  his  sharp,  quick  movements, 
giving  him  the  aspect  of  one  much  accus- 
tomed to  dealing  with  animal  life  as  a 
trapper ;  and  as  he  went  on  forcing  his  way 
through  the  tangled  growth  his  actions 
formed  sufficient  attraction  to  cause  all  pre- 
sent to  watch  him  intently. 

^^  I  don't  think  he  came  out  of  yon  hole, 
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Mas'  Churr,"  said  the  big  man,  emitting 
another  pufF  of  smoke,  as  if  the  weed  he 
burned  were  precious.  ^^  Pook  him  with 
your  stick." 

^'  Do  you  say  it  was  a  neddar,  Mas' 
Kilby?"  said  the  man  in  a  harsh,  husky 
voice ;   ^^  or  was  it  only  a  snake  ?  " 

^^  An  adder,  Mas'  Churr,  and  the  bravest 
and  biggest  I've  seen  this  year.  That's  the 
spot  up  yonder.  By  all  the  saints,  I'd  like 
to  see  him  tackle  one  o'  the  girt  fellows  I've 
known  out  in  the  Indian  Isles,  long  as  a 
ship  and  big  round  as  our  mast." 

'^  Travellers'  snakes,"  said  Sir  Mark,  con- 
temptuously. 

'^  Yes,  my  gay  spark,"  said  the  old  fellow, 
with  his  eyes  lighting  up  and  flashing;  '^  or 
one  of  the  great  poisonous  adders  out  in  the 
West,  with  rattles  in  their  tails,  from  whose 
bite  a  man  dies  in  an  hour." 

^^  Pish !  "  ejaculated  the  young  man  ;  and 
then  smiling   encouragement    to    his   com- 
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panion,  who  was  not  in  the  least  alarmed,  he 
watched  the  tliin  man  as  he  crept  up  to  the 
rabbit-burrow,  peered  in,  and  then  laid  down 
his  stick. 

'^  There's  rats  at  times  in  these  holes,"  he 
said,  ^^and  they'll  get  hold  of  your  hands 
and  bite  rare  sharp.'' 

Going  down  upon  his  knees,  he  pressed 
back  a  few  fronds  of  bracken,  bent  forward, 
thrust  in  his  right  hand,  seized  the  little 
serpent  by  the  tail,  and  drew  it  rapidly 
through  his  left  hand,  which  closed  round 
the  creature's  neck,  then  after  stooping  to 
raise  his  stick  he  brought  the  reptile  down  the 
bank,  writhing  and  twining  about  his  wrist. 

'^  Don't — pray  don't  let  him  come  near 
me ! "  cried  the  lady  excitedly ;  and  she 
clung  to  the  young  man's  arm. 

^^Fear  not,"  said  the  latter,  with  an  en- 
couraging smile,  one  which  seemed  to  give 
her  confidence,  for  she  sighed,  cast  down 
her  eyes,  and  then  stood  firm,  as  the  adder- 
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hunter  took  a  knife  from  his  pocket,  and 
with  a  sly  smile  opened  the  gaping  jaws, 
and  showed  the  lookers-on  the  little  keen 
poison -fangs  lying  flat  down  backwards  on 
the  roof  of  the  viper's  mouth,  till  he  raised 
them  up,  ending  by  jerking  them  both  out 
with  the  knife-point,  and  placing  the  reptile 
in  his  wallet. 

^^  You  do  something  with  them,  Churr,  do 
you  not  ?  "  said  Sir  Thomas,  for  his  guests' 
behoof,  for  he  knew  by  heart  the  whole  of 
Abel  Churr's  career. 

^^ Yes,  worshipful  sir,"  said  Churr,  humbly: 
^^the  people  come  from  far  and  near  to  get 
neddar's  fat  from  me.  It  cures  all  kinds  of 
ills  in  the  skin,  and  heals  the  worst  of 
cuts." 

^'  I  wonder  whether  it  would  heal  broken 
hearts,"  said  the  young  man  in  a  whisper, 
as  his  eyes  met  those  of  Mistress  Anne,  who 
cast  hers  down  and  blushed. 

''  That  will  do,  Abel  Churr,  that  will  do," 
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said  Sir  Thomas,  importantly;  and  the 
adder-hunter  pulled  the  front  of  his  hair 
humbly  and  slunk  away ;  the  big,  grizzled 
man  sat  himself  down  on  a  ledge  of  the 
bank,  pulled  out  flint  and  steel,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  fill  and  light  his  pipe ;  and,  rested 
by  the  incident  they  had  witnessed,  the 
little  party  proceeded  on  their  journey  along 
the  rugged  lane. 

^*  Now,  frankly.  Sir  Thomas,"  said  the 
young  man,  '^  how  much  farther  is  it  ?  " 

'^  Not  five  hundred  yards.  Sir  Mark. 
There,  you  can  see  the  furnace-smoke  over 
yon  clump  of  beeches,  and  just  to  the  left, 
there  —  that  light  patch  —  that's  Roehurst 
Pool." 

"  And  pray  what  has  Roehurst  Pool  to  do 
with  Master  Jeremiah  Cobbe,  may  I  ask  ?  " 

''  To  do  with  him.  Sir  Mark  ?  Why,  it  is 
a  great  piece  of  dammed-up  water  that  sets 
his  wheels  in  motion  to  make  the  tilt- 
hammers  beat  his  iron,  grind  his  charcoal, 
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and  blow  his  furnaces  when  he  casts  cannon. 
Oh,  it  has  everything  to  do  with  him,  Sir 
Mark." 

*^  Then  he  really  has  extensive  works 
here  ?  " 

^^  Not  so  very  large;  not  so  very  small; 
but  he  has  many  men  at  work  for  him 
getting  the  iron  out  of  the  hills,  cutting 
down  wood,  making  charcoal,  and  tending 
his  furnaces.  He  is  a  busy  man,  Sir 
Mark." 

*'  Yes  ?  ''  said  the  visitor  inquiringly  ; 
'^  and  what  does  he  do  with  his  guns  and 
j)owder  when  he  makes  them  ?  " 

^^  I  cannot  say,"  replied  the  baronet; 
^'  only  that  they  are  shipped  away,  and  go 
down  the  little  river  here  out  to  sea  in  the 
same  ship  that  brings  him  sulphur  from 
Sicily  and  Chinese  salt  from  the  far  East. 
That  was  one  of  the  captain's  men." 

''  What  captain  ?     What  men  ?  " 

'^  That  tall,  stout  fellow  we  talked  with — 
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Wat  Kilby— he  is  the  captain's  head  man — 
Captain  Carr — Culverin  Carr  they  call  him 
here." 

'^  A  fine,  handsome,  corsair-like  fellow, 
with  the  look  of  a  Spaniard  and  the  daring 
of  a  hero  ?  "  said  the  visitor  mockingly. 

'^  Yes/'  said  the  baronet  quietly;  ^^you 
have  just  described  him.  Sir  Mark.  His 
father,  they  say,  went  with  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  on  his  ill-fated  expedition.  The 
son  was  in  the  same  ship,  and  when  old 
Captain  Carr  died  he  left  his  son  to  the  care 
of  his  crew." 

^'And  they  made  the  youth  their  captain," 
said  Mistress  Anne,  with  heightened  colour. 

^^  Yes,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  ^'and  he  has 
been  their  captain  ever  since." 

^' But,"  said  Sir  Mark  curiously,  ''what 
are  they — buccaneers — pirates  ?  " 

''Heaven  knows,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  giving 
a  glance  round.  "  There  are  matters.  Sir 
Mark,"  he  continued  nervously,  "  that  it  is 
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not  always  wise  to  discuss  in  a  place  where 
the  very  trees  have  ears." 

"  Absurd !  "  cried  Sir  Mark.  ''  Here,  in 
his  Majesty's  dominions,  all  men  should  be 
able  to  speak  freely,  and  you  excite  my 
curiosity,  Sir  Thomas.  Please  to  bear  in 
mind  that  I  am  his  Highness' s  representa- 
tive,'' he  continued  stiffly,  '^  sent  here  upon 
a  special  ambassage.  Reports  have  reached 
the  Court  of  a  reckless  buccaneering  party, 
of  the  refuse  and  dregs  of  Raleigh's  free- 
booters, haunting  the  south  coast;  but  I 
knew  not  that  it  was  here  in  Sussex." 

'^  For  heaven's  sake,  Sir  Mark,"  whis- 
pered the  baronet,  mopping  his  face,  ^*  be 
advised  and  say  no  more.  The  place  here 
is  haunted  by  them,  and  they  do  what 
pleases  them  best.  I  am  a  justice.  Sir  Mark, 
but  my  authority  is  set  at  naught.  You 
heard  that  man  Kilby,  how  wanting  in 
reverence  he  was  ?  He  is  a  sample  of  the 
rest,  and   I   pray  nightly  when  their  ship 
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sails  from  here  that  she  may  never  return 
again." 

''  A  noble  Christian-like  feeling,"  cried  Sir 
Mark.  ''  But,  tut,  tut.  Sir  Thomas,  this 
must  not  be.  Rouse  up,  man.  These  knaves 
must  be  brought  to  book  if  they  don't  be- 
have. Have  no  fear,  sir ;  a  word  from  me 
to  the  King,  and  his  Majesty's  wisdom 
would  be  brought  to  bear  on  the  need  of 
sweeping  this  place  clear  of  such  dregs." 

Sir  Thomas  was  gazing  uneasily  around, 
while  Mistress  Anne  seemed  to  cast  off  her 
mincing  ways,  and  her  eyes  flashed  eagerly 
as  she  drank  in  the  young  courtier's 
words. 

"  I  know  his  Highness  means  well  to  all 
his  subjects.  Sir  Mark,"  said  the  baronet, 
nervously.  ''  I  thank  him  for  conferring 
upon  me  my  title,  and  he  has  no  more  loyal 
subject  in  these  parts ;  but  pray.  Sir  Mark, 
do  not  be  too  eager  to  report  all  you  see. 
We  are  very  lonely  here,  and  far  from  cities 
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and  their  ways.     There  is  no  man  in  these 
parts,  sir,  who  is  not  influenced  by — by " 

^^  Captain  Culverin?" 

^'  Hush — hush,  pray,  Sir  Mark,"  whis- 
pered the  baronet,  and  then  to  himself, 
"  Thank  heaven  we  are  here." 

'^And  is  this  the  place  ?"  said  Sir  Mark, 
standing  pointing  his  moustache,  as  they 
emerged  from  the  path  upon  the  edge  of  a 
fine  spreading  sheet  of  water,  embowered  in 
noble  woods  and  half  covered  with  aquatic 
vegetation.  In  various  parts  clusters  of 
water-fowl  sat  lightly  on  the  glistening  sur- 
face ;  mother- ducks  sailed  in  safety  with 
their  downy  broods  in  and  out  of  the  reedy 
water-lanes  ;  coots  and  gallinules  jerked 
themselves  along  the  surface,  while  high  in 
air  a  colony  of  black-headed  gulls  wheeled 
over  the  reeds,  their  breeding-place  and 
sanctuary,  safe  from  harm.  Here  and  there 
along  the  edges,  where  the  water  was  shallow, 
gaunt  grey  herons  stood  knee-deep,  making, 
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from  time  to  time,  a  dart  with  their  javelin- 
bills;  and  so  clear,  so  mirror- like,  was  the 
expanse,  that  the  noble  forest-trees  upon  the 
other  side  were  reflected  plainly  in  the 
depths. 

At  the  lower  end  stood  a  quaint,  gable- 
ended  house,  and  away  to  the  right,  where 
the  waters  were  gathered  together  and 
rushed  over  a  weir,  were  several  long 
wooden  buildings,  with  three  or  four 
roughly  built  of  the  sandstone  of  the  dis- 
trict, two  having  massive  chimneys,  from 
which  wreaths  of  pale  blue  smoke  ascended 
into  the  soft  summer  air. 

It  was  a  lovely  spot,  and  seemed  to  be 
the  abode  of  peace  and  plenty,  more  than 
one  where  dire  engines  of  warfare  were 
fashioned  at  the  furnace -mouth,  and  that 
black  thunder  sand,  whose  flash  means 
death  and  destruction,  was  mixed  by  be- 
grimed men  from  ingredients  that  left  alone 
were  innocent  and  secure.     For  the  gable- 
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ended  house  was  white  with  clustering 
roses ;  the  bright  lattice  windows  sparkled  in 
the  sunshine ;  and  the  water,  as  it  ran  over 
the  weir,  made  silver  sounds  that  lulled  the 
senses,  as  they  whispered  music  to  the  ear. 

Stretching  far  along  the  edge  of  the  great 
pool  there  was  an  extensive  well-kept  gar- 
den, rich  with  flowers,  pleasant  with  its 
green  lawn,  and  made  glorious  now  with 
its  abundant  trees ;  while  still  further  along 
the  Pool,  nestling  in  a  sheltered  nook,  shaded 
by  tall  trees  and  a  mighty  bank  of  sand- 
stone rock,  a  patch  of  hops  were  rapidly 
nearing  the  tops  of  their  poles  as  if  climbing 
to  get  a  peep  at  the  field  where  the  barley 
was  springing  rank  and  green,  bridegroom 
and  bride  who  should  in  the  glowing  October 
month  be  wedded  well  and  breed  strong 
ale. 

^^A  very  Paradise,"  continued  Sir  Mark 
eagerly ;  '^  and  look,  Sir  Thomas,  over 
d2 
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yonder.    Who  is  the  maiden?     Look!    Out 
there!" 

Sir  Thomas  glanced  nervously  at  his 
daughter,  whose  cheeks  were  very  red,  and 
whose  eyes  flashed  no  longer  a  soft  and 
timid  light. 

^^  It  is  the  founder's  daughter.  Sir  Mark. 
Sweet  Mace  they  call  her  here,"  and  he 
wiped  his  forehead  and  gave  his  feather- 
padded  breeches  another  hitch  as  he  caught 
his  daughter's  eyes  once  more. 

*^  Sweet  Mace  1"  said  the  King's  mes- 
senger, inquiringly.  ^'  Mace  —  nutmeg  — 
spice  ! " 

''  Nay,  Sir  Mark,  it  was  her  father's  fancy, 
so  they  say.  Mace  or  meadow-sweet,  it  is 
the  same :  the  creamy-scented  blossom  that 
grows  beside  the  Pool." 

*'  A  forest  fairy !  "  cried  the  young  man, 
eagerly  ;  '^  and  the  man,  Sir  Thomas  ?  " 

^'  Hush,  pray.  Sir  Mark,"  whispered  the 
baronet ;  "  the  water  carries  sound." 
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"  Who  is  it,  sir,  I  say  ? "  cried  the 
visitor,  with  an  imperious  stamp,  as  the 
object  of  his  question  turned  his  head. 

'^It's  he,  himself,  Sir  Mark,"  groaned  the 
wretched  man,  glancing  helplessly  at  the 
speaker  ;  ''  the  man  of  whom  we  spake." 

' '  What !     Jeremiah  Cobbe  ?  " 

^^  No  ;  Captain  Carr." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

HOW  JEREMIAH  COBBE  DAMNED  HIS  MAJESTY 
KING  JAMES  THE  FIRST. 

Sir  Mark  Leslie  was  too  intent  upon  the 
scene  before  him,  or  he  would  have  seen 
the  face  of  Mistress  Anne  undergo  a  com- 
plete change.  The  soft  simpering  look  of 
girlish  meekness  she  had  assumed  had  passed 
away,  and,  as  her  gaze  lit  on  Culverin  Carr, 
a  light  seemed  to  flash  from  her  eyes — a 
bright  beam  of  light,  which  darkened  as  she 
glanced  at  his  companion  in  the  boat  to  an 
angry  glare.  If  ever  face  spoke  love  to  one 
and  changed  on  the  instant  to  jealous  hate, 
it  was  the  countenance  of  Anne  Beckley  as 
she  gazed. 
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It  all  passed  away  directly,  as  she  listened 
eagerly  to  Sir  Mark. 

'^  Why,  she's  fishing,"  he  cried.  '^  A  fair 
Diana,  huntress  of  the  lake.  Mistress  Anne, 
look  at  her,  is  she  not  beautiful  ?  " 

''  Tastes  differ.  Sir  Mark,"  said  the  lady, 
with  a  smile  that  hid  her  annoyance.  ^^  I 
have  seen  Mace  Cobbe  so  often  that  I 
scarcely  heed  her  looks." 

''  But  your  eyes,  mistress,  never  lit  on  a 
bonnier  face  than  that  of  Sweet  Mace." 

Sir  Mark  and  Mistress  Anne  started  with 
annoyance,  to  become  aware  of  the  fact  that 
the  grizzly  old  sailor,  Kilby,  had  followed 
them,  and  was  standing  with  his  back  against 
a  tree,  his  pipe  still  between  his  lips. 

''  My  good  fellow,  a  little  respect  would 
not  be  out  of  place  when  you  address  a 
lady,"  said  Sir  Mark  sharply,  as  he  drew 
Mistress  Anne's  arm  through  his,  and  once 
more  tried  to  look  the  old  man  down ;  but 
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failing  completely,  he  turned  to  gaze  at  the 
Pool,  forgetting  his  anoyance  in  the  chase 
before  him. 

For,  standing  up  with  one  foot  resting  on 
the  side  of  a  little  boat,  which  was  propelled 
by  the  bronzed  dark  man  who  held  the  oars, 
head  thrown  back,  lips  slightly  parted,  and 
her  soul  seeming  to  animate  her  shapely 
face,  was  a  young  girl  about  eighteen, 
plainly  clad  in  homely  stuff;  but  with 
snowy  lawn  kerchief  and  cuifs,  and  a  cap  of 
the  same  confining  her  rich  brown  hair,  she 
seemed  to  need  no  ornament  or  gay  attire 
to  make  her  brighter  than  she  was,  flushed 
with  excitement  and  in  the  springtide  of  her 
youth.  Her  face  was  burned  slightly  by  the 
sun,  which  seemed  to  heighten  the  rich  red 
in  her  cheek,  and,  as  she  came  nearer  to 
where  he  stood,  the  stranger's  eyes  flashed 
as  he  marked  lier  white  forehead,  well-cut 
nose,  and  trembling  nostrils,  which  expanded 
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as  their  owner's  breath  came  more  quickly, 
while  her  lips  parted  more  and  more,  showing 
her  regular  teeth. 

^^  Steady,  steady,"  cried  her  companion, 
as  the  girl  raised  her  arm  a  little  more,  to 
gain  greater  power  over  the  long  elastic  pole 
which  did  duty  for  a  rod,  now  bending  and 
quivering,  as  the  great  fish  she  had  hooked 
darted  here  and  there,  and  at  times  violently 
jerked  the  end.  For  there  was  no  running 
line,  the  governor  of  the  little  skiff  sending 
it  here  and  there,  as  the  fish  tore  through  the 
water,  even  towing  it  at  times  as  it  made 
some  furious  dash. 

The  skiff  came  nearer  and  nearer,  for  the 
great  pike  now  darted  right  towards  the 
shore,  running  onward  towards  where  the 
group  were  standing,  and  then,  finding  the 
water  shallow,  leaping  bodily  out,  to  fall 
back  with  a  tremendous  splash,  for  it  was  a 
monster  of  its  kind.  Then  with  another  rush 
it  made  straight  for  the  middle,  where  there 
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were  cool  and  shady  depths  beneath  the 
water-lilies,  amidst  whose  stout  stems  the 
strong  line  might  be  tangled  and  freedom 
found.  But  the  effort  was  vain :  with  a 
quick  turn  of  the  oars  the  rower  spun  the 
skiff  round,  and  urged  it  along,  lessening 
the  stress  upon  the  young  girl's  wrists,  and, 
evidently  well  accustomed  to  the  manage- 
ment of  a  boat,  hastening  or  slackening  its 
speed  by  the  guidance  of  the  fishing-pole — 
whether  it  was  heavily  or  lightly  bent. 

The  chase  led  the  occupants  of  the  boat 
far  away,  but  Sir  Mark  did  not  stir.  With 
one  hand  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword, 
the  other  twisting  the  points  of  his  moustache, 
he  stood  gazing  after  the  boat  with  a  red 
spot  burning  in  either  cheek.  He  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  the  existence  of  Mistress 
Anne,  and  started  when  she  spoke. 

^^You  seem  to  admire  our  rustic  beauty, 
Sir  Mark,"  she  said  lightly,  but  with  an  un- 
easy look. 
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^^  She  is  divine,-'  he  cried.  ^'  I  mean,  as  a 
picture,"  he  added  hastily.  ^'  The  surround- 
ings are  so  good  And  what  a  mighty  luce 
she  has  hooked." 

^'  There  are  monsters  in  this  pool,"  said 
Sir  Thomas,  mildly,  for  his  ordinary  pom- 
posity disappeared  in  the  prese  neof  his  dis- 
tinguished guest.  ''  There  have  been  great 
luces  here  any  time  these  two  hundred  years, 
and  even  before,  when  this  was  one  of  the 
fish-stews  of  the  monks  of  Roehurst.  Shall 
we  go  on.  Sir  Mark  ?  " 

'^  Ye-es,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  slight 
hesitancy  that  did  not  escape  the  keen  ears 
of  Mistress  Anne,  whom,  after  a  farewell 
glance  at  the  distant  boat,  he  tried  to  appease 
by  a  show  of  attention,  though  all  the  time 
his  mind's  eye  was  filled  with  the  form  of 
Mace  Cobbe,  whose  simple  grace  and  youth- 
ful beauty  made  Anne  Beckley  seem  dowdy 
and  commonplace  in  mien. 
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As  they  went  on  along  the  edge  of  the 
great  Pool,  where   the   forget-me-nots   and 
brooklime  made  blue  the  shallows,  while  the 
roar  of  a  furnace  and  the  heavy  throb  of 
hammers  began  to  make  themselves  heard, 
Anne  Beckley  stole  a  glance  at  the  boat,  saw 
that  they  had  been  seen  by  the  rower,  and 
turned  at  once  eagerly  to  Sir   Mark,  upon 
whose   arm  she  leaned  as  they  talked,  till 
they   reached   a   little    swing-bridge   which 
spanned   the   narrow  stream   of  water  that 
rushed  from  the  great  Pool  down  a  chiannel 
formed  between  two  walls  of  rough  sandstone 
blocks.     Here  the  confined  waters  sparkled 
and  foamed  as  they  swept  on  towards  a  great 
water-wheel,  which  they  slowly  turned,  the 
drops  falling  glittering  like  diamonds  from 
the  paddles  ai;d  slimy  spokes.     Just  across 
the  bridge  was  the  large  garden,  lush  with 
flowers,  and  surrounding  the  gabled  house, 
from  whose  door  now  appeared  a  squarely- 
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built,  grey-haired  man  of  fifty,  to  walk 
slowly  towards  the  bridge,  as  if  to  meet  the 
new  comers. 

^^  Good  day  to  you.  Sir  Thomas;  a  fair 
time.  Mistress  Anne,"  he  said  bluffly,  as  he 
met  his  visitors.  ^'' You  are  welcome  to  my 
poor  home." 

''  Thank  you,  Cobbe,"  said  Sir  Thomas, 
pompously,  ^^but  this  is  no  visit.  This  noble 
gentleman  comes  to  you  as  an  ambassage 
from  his  Gracious  Majesty  King  James,  who 
condescends  to  remember  that  there  are 
others  in  this  part  of  his  realm  besides 
myself." 

^^Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  Cobbe ;  ^^his 
Majesty  has  good  cause  to  recollect  you.  Sir 
Thomas,  for  you  paid  him  a  thousand  pounds 
for  your  rank." 

^'I  merely  paid  the  customary  fees,  good 
Master  Cobbe,"  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas,  grow- 
ing purple  with  annoyance. 

^^  They  couldn't  be  customary.  Sir  Thomas, 
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as  the  title  is  a  new  one  ;  but  we  will  not 
argue.  Come  in  and  take  a  glass  of  musca- 
dine, and  some  cakes  of  my  daughter's  make ; 
Mistress  Anne  looks  faint  with  heat;  and 
then  we  can  discuss  this  courtly  gentleman's 
ambassage.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  guess  what  it 
is.  His  Majesty  is  short  of  cash,  and  wants 
another  thousand  pounds.  What  do  you  say, 
Sir  Thomas,  shall  I  buy  a  baronetcy  and  be- 
come your  neighbour  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Sir 
Jeremiah  Cobbe!  What  say  you  to  that, 
Mistress  Anne  ?  " 

''  This  is  no  jesting  matter,  sir,"  exclaimed 
Sir  Mark,  sharply.  "  Sir  Thomas — Mistress 
Anne  — I  must  bid  you  adieu  till  evening. 
I  will  not  ask  you  to  enter  here  with  me  now, 
only  thank  you  for  your  courtesy." 

^*  Shall  I  send  a  serving-man  to  escort  you 
back,  Sir  Mark?"  said  Sir  Thomas,  removing 
his  hat,  and  making  the  cock's  plumes  whisk, 
to  show  the  bluff  Sussex  yeoman  how  great 
a  man  he  was   about    to   receive   into   his 
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house.  For  Jeremiah  Cobbe  seemed  in  no- 
wise abashed,  but  rather  disposed  to  look 
with  amusement  upon  the  airs  and  costume 
of  his  visitor. 

^*  No,  Sir  Thomas,  1  shall  find  my  way," 
replied  the  other ;  and,  respectfully  saluting 
Anne,  who  extended  to  him  her  hand  as  if 
they  were  about  to  dance  a  saraband  upon 
the  bridge,  he  escorted  her  and  her  father  to 
the  other  side,  and  Sir  Thomas  walked  pom- 
pously  away. 

'^  Now,  Master  Jeremiah  Cobbe,"  said  Sir 
Mark,  sharply,  '^  if  you  will  shew  me  into 
the  house  we  will  talk  together." 

^'  As  long  as  you  like,  sir,"  was  the  reply ; 
and  leading  the  way,  after  giving  his  hat  a 
defiant  cock  on  one  side,  Jeremiah  Cobbe 
ushered  his  visitor  into  a  large,  low-ceiled 
room,  panelled  with  oak,  and  whose  lattice 
windows  were  deeply  embayed.  The  place 
was  plainly  but  well  furnished,  with  open 
fireplace   and    dogs,    and  large  fireback   of 
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Sussex  iron,  the  latter  bearing  the  founder's 
name ;  and  the  visitor  raised  his  eyebrows  a 
little  to  find  in  place  of  the  rough  homeli- 
ness of  a  rustic  house  a  handsome  carpet  from 
a  Turkish  loom  spread  over  the  centre  of  the 
well-waxed  and  polished  floor,  a  large  Vene- 
tian mirror  at  one  end,  Venice  glasses  and  a 
quaint  timepiece  on  the  great  carved  oak 
sideboard;  and  even  the  straight -backed, 
heavy  oak  chairs  covered  with  brown  Turkey 
leather.  Over  the  high  mantel-piece  was  a 
group  of  curious  old  arms,  and  in  several 
places  well-kept  weapons  hung  against  the 
panels,  with  curiosities  from  foreign  lands, 
one  tall  cabinet  being  full  of  Indian  and 
China  ware. 

Masculine  all  this ;  but  as  Sir  Mark's  eye 
glanced  quickly  round  he  saw  several  traces 
of  feminine  occupation,  for  on  a  stand  in  one 
corner  was  a  great  china  bowl  full  of  rose- 
leaves,  and  in  a  vase  a  well-arranged  nose- 
gay   of    simple,    old-fashioned    flowers,   the 
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table  it  occupied  being  close  beside  a  large 
tambour-frame  with  some  design  in  progress. 
There  was  the  odour  of  burnt  tobacco  in 
the  room,  doing  battle  with  the  fragrance 
from  the  garden,  which  floated  in  at  the  open 
window,  where  roses  nodded  and  scattered 
their  petals  upon  the  broad  oaken  sill.  There 
was  a  chair  there  too,  and  a  basket  of  freshly- 
gathered  currants  shining  like  smooth  rubies 
in  their  nest  of  leaves,  and  in  an  instant 
the  visitor  concluded  that  the  deep  bay 
by  the  casement  opening  upon  the  rich,  old- 
fashioned  garden,  was  the  favourite  seat  of 
the  girl  he  had  seen  engaged  in  fishing  as 
they  came  along. 

'^  Sit  you  down,  sir,"  cried  the  bluff 
yeoman  heartily,  and,  opening  a  cupboard 
in  the  wall,  he  took  out  a  couple  of 
Venetian  flasks,  and  some  tall  glasses  of  a 
pale  green  veined  with  threads  of  opal  hue, 
placed  them  on  the  table,  and  with  them  a 
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leaden  box,  and  a  couple  of  thick-stemmed 
pipes  with  tiny  bowls. 

'*  Now,  sir,"  he  continued,  *Hhat's  old 
sherry  sack,  and  that's  metheglin  of  my 
daughter's  make.  Here,  Janet,"  he  shouted, 
''  bring  a  big  jug  of  ale  from  the  second 
cask ; "  and  in  due  time  a  good-looking, 
well-shaped  girl  bore  in  upon  an  old  silver 
salver  a  battered  flagon  of  clear  ale,  whose 
coolness  was  shown  by  the  pearly  dew 
rapidly  deposited  on  the  bright  silver 
sides. 

''  Your  good  health,  and  welcome,  sir," 
said  the  yeoman,  lifting  the  great  silver 
flagon,  raising  the  lid  with  his  thumb,  and 
taking  a  hearty  draught.  ^^Hah!"  he 
ejaculated,  drawing  a  long  breath,  as  he  sjet 
down  the  vessel.  ^'  I  don't  suppose  you 
would  care  to  drink  our  common  ale,  my 
own  brewing,  though,  and  strong.  But  you 
do  not  drink,  sir.     Which  shall  it  be  ?  "  and 
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he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  push  the  flasks 
towards  his  guest. 

'^  Business  first,  Master  Cobbe,"  said  Sir 
Mark  haughtily,  as,  taking  his  sheathed 
sword  from  where  it  hung,  he  rested  it  across 
his  knees  ;  ^^  I  have  somewhat  to  say." 

^^  Will  you  smoke,  then?"  cried  the  sturdy 
yeoman,  reaching  his  hand  to  the  little  pipes, 
and  pushing  the  leaden  box  towards  his 
guest. 

^'  I  never  smoke,  sir;  I  agree  with  his 
Majesty  that  it  is  an  evil,  noxious,  and 
diabolical  habit." 

"  I  do  smoke,  and  I  don't  agree  with  his 
Majesty,"  said  Cobbe,  gruffly,  as  he  pro- 
ceeded to  fill  his  pipe  by  means  of  a  little 
silver  stopper,  for  a  child's  finger  would 
hardly  have  passed  into  the  bowl. 

*^  I  must  request,  sir,  that  you  will  refrain 
from  smoking  until  I  leave  your  house," 
said  the  visitor  sternly. 

Jeremiah   Cobbe's  face    grew    red    with 
e2 
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anger,  but  he  smothered  his  annoyance,  laid 
down  his  pipe,  took  a  fresh  draught  of  ale, 
let  the  lid  fall  with  a  clink,  and  threw  him- 
self back  in  his  chair. 

^^  Go  on  then,  sir,"  he  cried.  ^^  I  shall  be 
glad  to  hear  what  business  you  have  to  settle 
with  me.     If  it  is  for  half-a-dozen  culverins 

for  his  Majesty's  army,  or by  the  good 

Peter,  I  have  it,  he  has  got  to  know  about 
my  new  howitzers,  and  he  has  sent  to  see. 
Now,  how  the  holy  'postle  did  he  get  to 
know  about  them  ?  " 

''  My  good  fellow,  have  the  kindness  to 
listen  to  me,''  said  Sir  Mark. 

''  Grood  fellow,  eh  ! ''  cried  Cobbe,  flushing 
again,  and  smiting  the  table  with  his  fist. 
^^  But  there,  go  on,  sir,  go  on;  you  are  a 
messenger  to  me  from  the  King." 

"  His  Majesty,'*  said  Sir  Mark,  leaning 
back  in  his  chair,  and  half-closing  his  eyes, 
as  he  gazed  imperiously  at  the  other,  "  has 
had  it  brought  to  his  knowledge  that  you, 


SWEET  MACE.  53 

Jeremiah  Cobbc,  of  Roehurst,  in  the  county 
of  Sussex " 

"  Right,"  said  the  other  nodding. 

"  have  for  years  past,  and  in  divers 

manners,  carried  on  here  a  forge  for  cannon 
castings." 

"  I  have,  and  of  the  best  and  toughest 
iron  ever  smelted  in  the  south.  His  Majesty 
never  heard  of  one  of  my  pieces  bursting." 

"  That  you  also  carry  on  some  works 
wherein,  without  leave  or  licence,  you  make 
largely  that  dangerous  and  deadly  material 
known  as  gunpowder." 

"  Dangerous,  and  deadly  too,  "  chuckled 
the  blu^  yeoman,  ''if  it  gets  into  foolish 
hands.  It's  true  enough,  and  my  best  dog- 
wood charcoal  makes  the  strongest  powder 
to  be  had." 

"A  material  which  his  Majesty  holds  in 
utter  abhorrence  and  detestation,  ever  since 
his  devilish  and  malignant  enemies,  aided 
and  abetted   by  Popish  treasonable  priests, 
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essayed  to  destroy  the  Houses  of  Parliament 
and  kill  and  slay  his  most  sacred  person." 

"  No  wonder,  sir,"  chuckled  Cobbe. 
"  Enough  to  make  any  man  abhor  powder. 
But  hark  ye,  one  barrel  of  mine  would  have 
been  enough  to  shake  the  place  about  their 
ears." 

"  That  this  cannon  and  this  powder  of 
your  manufacture  you  have  for  years  past 
regularly  and  by  your  own  design  sold,  fur- 
nished, and  supplied  to  his  sacred  Majesty's 
enemies  in  various  parts  of  the  world.  These 
treasonable  practices  he  now  wots  of,  at  least 
by  report,  and  I  am  his  messenger  to  you, 
sir,  to  know  if  they  are  true.  What  have 
you  to  say  ?  " 

"  What  have  I  to  say,  boy ! "  cried  the 
cannon  founder,  flushing  angrily  as  he 
leaned  forward,  set  his  elbows  on  the  table, 
and  gazed  full  at  his  visitor.  ''  What  have  I 
to  say?  Nothing  at  all.  I  do  make  cannons, 
and  I  do  make  powder,  the  best  I  can,  and  I 
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sell  them  to  those  who'll  buy.  I  offered  to 
supply  his  Majesty  with  guns  of  which  he 
might  be  proud,  and  some  Jack-in-office 
refused  my  offer,  so  I  sell  them  where  1 
will.'' 

"  To  his  Majesty's  enemies  ?  " 

"  Hang  his  enemies;  I  know  not  who  gets 
them  when  they  are  shipped  away  and  I  am 
paid." 

"You  avow  then,  boldly,  that  you  do 
supply  these  munitions  of  warfare  to  other 
than  the  King's  liege  subjects  ?  " 

"  Avow,  man,  yes.  I  sell  to  who  will  give 
me  a  good  price ;  and  look  here,  my  gaily- 
feathered  young  Tom  chick,  this  is  not 
London  city,  and  my  house  is  not  the  Court. 
Don't  speak  to  me  as  if  I  were  one  of  your 
servants  and  hangers-on." 

"You  are  insolent,  sir,"  cried  Sir  Mark 
angrily.  "  If  I  report  all  this  and  your 
treasonable  words,  the  result  may  be  a  body 
of  his  Majesty's  soldiers  despatched  to  raze 
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your  works  to  the  ground,  and  march  you 
back  to  London  to  take  your  trial." 

''  Let  them  come,"  cried  the  founder,  now 
giving  the  fury  he  had  pent  up  its  full  vent ; 
"let  them  come,  and  I'll  give  them  such  a 
reception  as  will  make  your  Powder  Plot 
seem  a  trifle.  Why,  do  you  know,  my  velvet 
and  silken  popinjay,  that  we  have  good  men 
and  true  down  here,  enough  to  tickle  the 
ears  of  as  many  of  your  fellows  as  you  like 
to  send." 

"  Silence,  sir !  "  cried  Sir  Mark  ;  "do  you 
dare  to  set  at  naught  the  King's " 

"  Damn  the  King ! "  cried  the  founder 
furiously,  ^  ^  damn  the  King  for  a  porridge- 
eating,  witch-hunting  old  fool !" 

"  Insolent  dog,"  cried  Sir  Mark. 

"  What !  "  retorted  the  founder,  "  do  you 
pull  your  blade  on  me  ?  Then  you  shall  see 
that  we  have  steel  as  well." 

Sir  Mark  had  risen  and  drawn  his  sword, 
evidently  with  some  mad  idea  that  it  was 
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his  duty  to  arrest  this  utterer  of  treason  on 
the  spot ;  but,  with  an  activity  of  which  he 
might  not  have  been  believed  capable,  Jere- 
miah Cobbe  sprang  to  the  side  of  the  room, 
snatched  a  sword  from  the  wall,  drew,  and 
crossed  that  of  the  young  courtier.  There 
was  a  harsh  grating,  a  few  quick  thrusts  and 
parries,  as  the  open  window  was  slightly 
darkened,  and  Sir  Mark  uttered  a  sharp 
cry,  for  his  adversary's  sword  passed  like 
lightning  through  his  arm,  and  he  staggered 
back,  as  an  upbraiding  voice  exclaimed — 
^'Oh,  father,  father,  what  have  you  done?" 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HOW  SIR  MARK  STAYED  AT  THE  PARK  HOUSE,  AND 

JEREMIAH  COBBE  DELIVERED  A  HOMILY  ON 

ANGLING. 

It  was  Mace's  voice,  as  she  ran  into  the 
room,  pale  with  horror  when  she  saw  the  red 
blood  darken  the  russet  velvet  of  the  young 
man's  sleeve. 

^^Done!"  cried  Cobbe,  ^^What  do  I 
always  do,  my  girl?  Acted  like  the  pas- 
sionate old  fool  I  am.  Poor  boy ! "  he 
ejaculated,  as  the  sword  dropped  from  Sir 
Mark's  hand,  and  white  as  Mace's  self  the 
King's  messenger  sank  fainting  on  his  adver- 
sary's arm,  to  be  lowered  gently  to  the 
floor.      ^^God   knows,    child,    I'd   give   five 
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hundred  pounds  to  undo  it  all.  He 
angered  me,  and  drew,  and  the  sight  of  the 
naked  steel  made  the  blood  come  into  my 
eyes.  Poor  boy — poor  boy !  A  brave 
youth,  though  he  fretted  and  strutted  and 
bullied  me  so.  That's  better.  Hi,  Janet, 
some  cold  water.  Stop,  child,  don't  rip  his 
fine  jacket  or  he'll  break  his  heart.  My 
faith  on  it,  he'll  think  more  of  the  holes  in 
his  velvet  than  in  his  skin.,  Steady !  hold 
him  up  a  little,  and  I'll  strip  off  his  fine  coat. 
That's  it ;  now,  a  little  more  ;  never  mind 
the  drop  of  blood,  it  won't  kill  him." 

'''  I  know,  father,"  said  Mace,  ''  but  put 
away  those  swords ;  "  and  she  held  up  the 
wounded  man's  head  as  her  father  cleverly 
removed  the  velvet  doublet  and  turned  up 
the  fine  white  linen  shirt,  whose  sleeve  was 
stained  with  blood.  The  wound  could 
now  be  seen,  or  rather  wounds — two  narrow 
clean  cuts  on  either  side  of  the  fleshy  part 
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of  the  arm,  from  which  the  blood  pretty 
freely  welled. 

'^  Now  lay  his  head  down  again,  my 
child.  No :  better  not.  Here's  Janet. 
Sake's  girl !  Don't  stand  staring.  Put  the 
basin  here.  Some  strips  of  linen.  That's 
right,  child,"  he  continued,  as  Mace  snatched 
off  her  white  kerchief  and  tore  it  up. 

^'  It  weighs  full  thirty  pounds,"  cried  a 
hearty  voice  in  the  entry.  ^'Hey,  hallo, 
what's  wrong  ?     A  wounded  man  ?  " 

^^  Ay !  "  cried  the  founder.  ^'  Quick,  Gil, 
you  are  a  good  chirurgeon ;  "  and  the  new 
comer — to  wit.  Mace's  companion  on  the 
Pool — strode  in,  went  down  on  one  knee, 
and  without  a  word  dipped  a  portion  of  the 
linen  in  the  cold  water,  removed  the  blood, 
and  with  the  skill  of  an  adept  made  a 
couple  of  pads,  and  cleverly  bound  up  the 
wound. 

'^  Give  him  a  little  of  the  strong  waters," 
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he  cried,  and  the  founder  hurriedly  fetched  a 
flask  and  held  a  glass  to  the  wounded  man's 
lips  before  the  new  comer  said  briefly, 
'''  How  was  it  ?  " 

^  ^  Oh,  he  angered  and  drew  on  me,  and 
we  had  a  few  passes,"  cried  the  founder. 
'^  My  own  fault,  too." 

*^It  is  a  mere  nothing,"  said  the  other. 
^'Why  Mace,  my  child,  don't  look  so 
white.  He  is  a  soldier  evidently,  and  he'll 
bear  it  like  a  man." 

^^  Am  I  white,  Gil  ?  "  said  the  girl,  looking 
up  and  smiling  sadly,  as  she  thought  of  how 
her  life  seemed  cast  among  warlike  weapons 
and  their  works.  '^  I  am  not  frightened, 
only  troubled.     Father,  dear,  this  is  so  sad." 

''  It  is,  it  is,  my  child.  I'd  have  given 
half  I  have  sooner  than  it  should  have  hap- 
pened.    Hush,  he's  coming  to." 

For  just  then  the  injured  man  sighed, 
opened  his  eyes  wonderingly,  gazed  upwards 
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to  see  who  supported  him,  and  lowered  his 
lids  again,  saying  softly — 

"  The  face  of  an  angel :  is  this  Heaven  ?  " 

"Oh,  no,"  cried  the  amateur  surgeon, 
frowning  slightly  as  he  saw  Mace  colour, 
"and  if  you  were  here  sometimes,  when 
friend  Cobbe  is  casting  cannon,  you'd  think 
it  was  the  other  place.  Come,  sir,  let  me 
help  you  up.  It  is  a  mere  flesh  wound,  and 
will  only  smart." 

"  Thank  you,  I  can  rise,"  said  Sir  Mark, 
reddening,  as  he  made  an  effort  and  rose 
without  assistance ;  but  the  room  seemed  to 
swim  round,  and  he  staggered  and  would 
have  fallen,  had  not  his  surgeon  caught  him 
by  the  uninjured  arm,  and  helped  him  to  a 
seat,  letting  him  gently  down  into  a  half- 
reclining  position. 

As  he  did  so  the  eyes  of  the  two  young 
men  met,  and  Gilbert  Carr,  as  he  gazed  into 
those  of  his  patient,  felt  a  strange  sense  of 
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mistrust  pass  over  him  like  a  foreboding  of 
coming  trouble ;  while  on  the  other  side,  as 
the  smooth  young  courtier  looked  into  the 
bright,  clear  grey  eyes,  and  scanned  the 
dark,  bronzed  visage  bending  over  him,  he 
felt  that  they  two  would  be  enemies  for  a 
woman's  sake. 

"That's  it— that's  better,"  said  Gilbert 
Carr,  quietly.  ''  You  need  have  no  fear  for 
the  consequences,  sir.  It  is  a  clean  cut,  and 
will  soon  heal  in  our  pure,  fresh  air." 

'^I  thank  you,"  said  Sir  Mark,  rather 
stiffly ;  ^^  I  do  not  fear.  Madam,  I  grieve  to 
have  caused  you  this  trouble,"  he  continued, 
addressing  Mace,  who  stood  close  by. 

"  Nay,  sir ;  pray  do  not  say  that.  It  is 
we  who  are  grieved — my  father." 

"Ay,  she's  right,"  said  Cobbe,  advancing. 
"  My  brave  lad,  I  feel  ashamed  to  face  you 
after  such  a  stroke." 

**  Ashamed !  "  said  Sir  Mark,  with  a  quiet 
glance  at  Mace;    and  then,  seeing  his  ad- 
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vantage,  he  said,  smiling  as  he  held  out  his 
uninjured  hand,  ^' Never  be  ashamed,  sir,  of 
so  gallant  a  handling  of  your  sword.  They 
tell  me  in  London  I  can  fence,  and  that 
enemies  who  have  fought  make  the  best  of 
friends.'* 

"  You  are  a  brave  true  gentleman,  sir," 
cried  the  founder,  wringing  the  outstretched 
hand ;  ''  and  I  humbly  ask  your  forgiveness 
for  my  choler.  I  was  hot  and  angry.  There, 
God  bless  the  King ;  and  I  beg  his  Majesty's 
pardon  for  what  I  said." 

^^  It  is  granted,"  said  Sir  Mark,  smiling 
faintly,  ^'for  he  will  never  know." 

^^Now  let  me  say  a  word,"  said  Gil,  who 
had  been  uneasily  looking  on.  ''  Fever  may 
come  on  if  he  is  excited.  Take  my  advice, 
sir,  lie  back  and  go  to  sleep.  Mace — no,  here 
is  Janet— fetch  a  pillow  for  this  gentleman." 

The  girl  ran  out,  and  returned  bearing 
one  of  snowy  hue,  which  Gil  adjusted  be- 
neath the  wounded  man's  head. 
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"  Now,  sir,  sleep  for  awhile,  and  you  will 
be  refreshed.  Your  arm  is  all  right.  I  have 
dressed  many  a  sword-cut  in  my  time." 

^^ Thanks,"  said  Sir  Mark,  faintly;  '^but 
some  one  will  stay  with  me  in  the  room  ?  " 

He  glanced  at  Mace. 

^^  Of  course,"  said  the  founder.  ^*  Mace, 
my  child." 

'^  Yes,"  said  Gil,  quietly,  ^^  go  away.  Mace; 
Janet  will  stay  and  watch  by  this  gentle- 
man's side." 

Mace  glanced  at  him  wonderingly,  and 
Janet  coloured  with  pleasure  as,  frowning 
slightly.  Sir  Mark  closed  his  eyes,  and  the 
girl  half  drew  the  blind,  while,  headed  by 
the  founder,  after  removing  all  traces  of  the 
conflict,  Gilbert  Carr  and  Mace  went  softly 
out,  and  closed  the  door. 

^'  Why  do  you  look  at  me  like  that?"  said 
Mace,  as  they  stood  alone.  '^Gil,  do  you 
doubt  me  ?  " 

'*  Doubt  you?"  he  said  softly  as  he  bent 
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down  and  kissed  her  white  forehead.  ^'  No, 
I  could  not,  for  you  are  not  as  other  women 
are.  I  did  not  wish  you,  though,  to  be 
'tendant  to  this  spark  from  the  Court,  for 
such  he  seems  to  be.  Nay,  Mace,  I've  no 
jealousy  in  me.  But  there  is  your  pike," 
he  added,  pointing  to  the  fish,  a  great  fellow 
four  feet  long,  which  lay  on  the  red  bricks 
at  their  feet.  ''  Here  is  your  father,  and 
he'll  tell  us  how  the  quarrel  rose." 

''  Quarrel !  it  was  not  worth  calling  a 
quarrel,"  cried  the  founder,  shortly.  ''  It 
seems  that  some  meddlesome  fool  has  been 
telling  them  in  London  of  my  works,  and 
this  gentleman  has  been  sent  down  to  inspect 
the  place.  He  vexed  me,  and  said  some- 
thing about  the  King,  which  made  me  rap 
out  an  oath.     He  drew :  I  drew." 

'^And  our  visitor  went  down,"  said  Gil 
Carr,  smiling.  "  Well,  Master  Cobbe,  there's 
not  much  harm  done." 

"  But  I  shall  have  to  send  over  to  the 
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Moat,  Gil,  and  tell  Sir  Thomas;  he  was  here 
a  piece  back." 

'^Nay,"  said  Gil,  ^^ill  news  flies  apace, 
there  is  no  need  to  hasten  it.  Leave  it  to 
the  gentleman  himself." 

^'  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  returned  the 
founder.  '^  Of  course  he  will  not  be  fit  to 
leave  for  a  day  or  two.  Mace,  child,  get 
the  south  chamber  ready  for  our  guest :  let's 
try  and  make  up  for  the  ill  that  we  have 
done." 

Gilbert  Carr  half  closed  his  eyes  and  stood 
silent  till  Mace  left  the  open  hall,  where  they 
were  standing,  to  prepare  the  chamber  for 
the  wounded  man,  when  he  replied  to  the 
founder's  remark : — 

"  It  depends  so  upon  the  man." 

^^Eh?     How?" 

*^  Well,  if  you  had  a  scratch  or  pin-thrust 
like  that  you  would  go  and  see  to  the  grind- 
ing of  your  last  batch  of  powder.     If  I  had 

it,  I  should " 
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'*  W  ell :  "  said  the  founder. 

*^  I  should  tie  it  up — tightly,"  replied  Gil, 
drily.  * '  Your  guest  there  will  make  a  month's 
illness  of  it  for  the  sake  of  being  petted  by  the 
women  and  nursed." 

^*  That's  a  pretty  jealous  kind  of  remark, 
Captain  Gil,"  said  the  founder  sharply.  '^  I 
noticed  how  you  took  me  up  short  when  I 
bade  Mace  stop  in  the  room  with  the  poor 
young  man.  Come  down  here,  I  want  to 
talk  to  you.  We  may  as  well  say  it  now  as 
at  any  other  time.  Let's  walk  down  to  the 
empty  furnace.     No  one  will  heed  us  there." 

^*  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Gil,  and,  with  a 
cloud  gathering  on  his  brow,  he  walked  after 
the  founder,  along  by  the  side  of  the  rushing 
water,  past  the  mill-wheel,  and  down  to  a 
good-sized  stone  building,  beside  which  was 
a  great  pile  of  charcoal. 

*'Now,  Gil  Carr,"  said  the  founder,  seating 
himself  on  the  ledge  of  an  open  window,  ^'I'm 
not  going  to  quarrel." 
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*^That  you  are  not,"  said  the  other,  smiling 
frankly ;  ^^  and  if  you  did  you  are  not  going 
to  fight,  for  I  won't  draw.  One  wounded 
man  is  enough  for  one  day." 

^^  Tut — tut — yes,"  cried  the  founder.  ^^  But 
now  look  here,  Captain  Gil " 

^'  Suppose  we  drop  the  captain,  and  let  it 
be  plain  Gil  again,  as  it  has  been  these 
many  years.  Master  Cobbe,  we  are  very  old 
friends." 

''  Yes,  yes,  of  course,  Gil,  so  we  are,"  said 
the  founder,  looking  annoyed  and  puzzled. 
**  But  now,  look  here,  tell  me  why  did  you 
interfere  when  I  was  going  to  tell  my  child 
to  sit  in  the  room  with  that  injured  gentle- 
man.    Come  now,  be  frank." 

^'  I  will,"  said  Gil,  quietly.  *'  It  was  be- 
cause I  did  not  think  it  seemly  for  her  to  stay 
and  tend  a  man  whose  eyes  had  just  openly 
bespoken  admiration,  and  I  thought  that 
Janet  would  do  as  well." 
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^'  Like  your  insolence,"  cried  the  choleric 
old  man. 

**  Gently,  Master  Cobbe,"  said  the  other 
smiling;  ^^too  much  powder  again." 

*^  Confound  it,  yes,"  he  cried,  calming 
down,  but  only  to  grow  wroth  the  next 
moment,  as  he  saw  the  smile  upon  his  com- 
panion's face.  "  You  are  laughing  at  me, 
Gil ;  and  now,  hark  ye  here,  I  think  it  is  quite 
time  we  came  to  a  proper  understanding." 

"  About  Mace?"  said  Gil,  quietly. 

^^  Yes,  about  my  child,"  said  the  founder. 

^^I  think  so,  too,"  said  Gil,  calmly,  but 
with  the  bronze  hue  of  his  cheek  becoming  a 
little  more  deeply  tinted. 

*^  Oh !  you  do,"  said  the  founder,  with  a 
peculiar  hesitancy,  now  it  had  come  to  the 
point,  and  an  aspect  of  being  slightly  in  awe 
of  the  other  and  his  calm,  firm  way — the 
peculiar  quiet  assertion  of  one  born  to  and 
accustomed  to  command. 
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^'  I  do,"  said  Gil,  gazing  bim  full  in  the 
eyes ;  ^^  and  I  am  glad  that  you  have  opened 
a  subject  I  wanted  to  discuss." 

^^  Then  it  is  soon  done,"  said  the  founder ; 
**  and  look  here,  Gil,  my  dear  lad,  after  the 
talk  is  over,  we  go  back  to  our  old  positions 
as  good  friends,  and  it  is  to  be  as  if  we  had 
never  spoken." 

''  Have  no  fear,"  said  Gil,  smiling;  ^^  as  I 
told  you,  we  shall  not  quarrel." 

*^  Well,  then,  look  here,"  said  the  founder, 
making  a  plunge  at  once  into  the  subject. 
^'  Gil  Carr,  you  are  growing  too  intimate 
with  my  child." 

''  Indeed !  "  said  Gil,  raising  his  eyebrows. 
^^  Let  me  see.  Master  Cobbe :  it  is  sixteen 
years  since  Wat  Kilby  brought  me,  a  deli- 
cate boy  of  twelve,  low  from  an  attack 
of  a  fever  caught  in  the  Western  Isles,  and 
you  and  your  good  wife  nursed  me  into 
strength.'' 

^^Yes,  yes,  quite  true,"  said  the  founder. 
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hastily.  ^^Poor  Rachel!  poor  Rachel!"  he 
muttered,  and  his  face  clouded. 

'^  If  ever  woman  was  meet  for  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  when  she  died  it  was  Mace's 
mother — my  second  mother !  "  said  Gil, 
gravely. 

*^  Amen  to  that  !  "  said  the  founder. 
^^  Thank  you,  Gil — thank  you  —  God  bless 
you  for  those  words,"  he  continued,  with 
his  voice  trembling  ;  and  he  seized  and 
wrung  the  young  man's  hand,  which  warmly 
pressed  his  in  return. 

'^  Mace  was  a  child  of  four  then.  Master 
Cobbe,"  said  Gil,  ^^  and  we  have  been  like 
brother  and  sister  ever  since." 

''  Yes,  yes,  quite  true,'^  said  the  founder. 

'^  Then  why  do  you  say  that  I  am  grow- 
ing too  intimate  with  your  child?" 

'*  Because,"  said  the  founder,  laying  his 
hand  upon  the  young  man's  arm,  ^^you  are 
growing  now  less  like  brother  and  sister,  and 
it  is  time  it  was  stopped." 
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^^Why?'^  said  Gil,  gravely. 

*' Because,  Gil  Carr,  the  intimacy  of  two 
people  like  you  might  lead  to  feelings  that 
end  in  marriage,  and  that  could  never  be." 

*^  I  do  not  see  why  not,"  said  Gil,  quietly. 

*^  No,"  said  the  founder,  '^  but  I  do  !  And 
now  listen.  I  like  you,  Gil,  and  I'm  going 
to  give  you  a  bit  of  advice,  both  about  this 
matter  and  your  ship,  for  we  are  old  friends, 
and  I  should  not  like  you  and  yours  to  come 
to  harm." 

'^  Friends  in  home  matters,  but  in  busi- 
ness you  always  drove  the  hardest  bargains 
with  me  that  you  could ;  and  now  you  talk 
of  locking  Mace  away." 

''  Friends  enough,  all  the  same,  my  lad  ; 
and  as  to  locking  up  my  daughter  from  you, 
as  you  term  it,  if  I  in  the  future  bid  her 
always  keep  her  room  when  you  are  home 
from  sea  and  come  up  here,  shall  I  not  do 
right  ?  Would  you  have  me  bring  her  out 
to  listen  to  the  gallant  words  of  every  buc- 


74  SWEET  MACE. 

caneering  cajDtain  who  comes  to  my  place, 
swaggering  and  swearing  and  drinking,  till 
he  wants  a  man  on  each  side  to  see  him  safe 
away,  lest  he  get  into  the  mill-race  or  the 
dam.  Nay,  Captain  Gil  Carr — Culverin 
Carr,  if  you  like  I — times  are  altered  now, 
for  Mace  is  a  woman  grown,  and  a  girl  no 
longer.  So  in  the  future  I'll  trade  with  you 
and  be  the  best  of  friends,  but  there  we'll 
stop." 

'^Now,  Master  Cobbe,"  said  Gil,  with  a 
quiet,  grave  smile,  ^'  when  did  you  see  me 
overcome  by  strong  waters,  or  swaggering, 
or  using  oaths  ?  Fie !  you  make  me  worse 
than  I  am." 

Jeremiah  Cobbe  chuckled,  and  laid  his 
finger  good- hum ouredly  upon  the  young 
man's  breast. 

"  It  will  not  do,  Gil  lad,  so  we  need  not 
argue.  You  are  as  good  as  most  men ;  but 
see  here,  I  have  Mace's  future  welfare  to 
provide  for,  and,  above  all,  her  happiness. 
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I've  been  weak  and  neglectful,  perhaps,  so 
far,  but  now  I'm  going  to  be  hard  as  the 
iron  in  those  guns.  There's  no  harm  done 
as  yet,  so  let  us  stop  in  time,  for  we  both 
wish  the  poor  girl  to  be  happy.'' 

^^  No  harm?"  said  Gil. 

^^  No  :  so  we'll  stop  at  once.  Think  you 
I'm  going  to  let  a  man  like  you  fool  the  girl 
with  fine  words  ?  You  journey  here,  and 
you  journey  there,  and  you  see  saucy  French- 
women, bright-eyed  Spaniards,  and  dark- 
haired  Portingallo  dames,  and  those  of  Italy, 
and  no  one  knows  where  beside.  Court 
them,  my  lad,  and  marry  as  many  of  them 
as  you  like.  May  be  you  have  now  a  wife 
in  every  port,  but  you  must  e'en  leave  my 
little  white  moth  alone.  Let  her  flitter  and 
flutter  about  and  be  satisfied  with  the  soft 
light  of  the  moon  and  stars;  I  don't  want 
her  pretty  wings  singed  in  the  fierce  light  of 
a  thoughtless  man's  love." 

''  Amen  !  "  said  Gil,  softly. 
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'^Amen,  eh?  Why,  Gil,  you  are  a  fine 
fellow  to  give  forth  such  a  churchman's  word 
as  that  so  glibly  and  so  pat.  Master  Pease- 
good  would  look  fierce  enough  if  he  heard 
such  an  ungodly  follower  of  Belial  as  you 
beginning  to  preach." 

''  In  the  name  of  all  that's  strange,  Master 
Cobbe,  what  does  this  mean?"  exclaimed 
Gil.  ^'  I  have  been  free  of  your  house  all 
these  years,  and  now  this  sudden  change  has 
come  over  you,  and  you  treat  me  thus  scur- 
vily.  In  the  name  of  all  the  saints,  speak 
out.     What  have  I  done?" 

^^  Been  hooked  by  Father  Bonchurch, 
seemingly,  and  gone  over  to  see  the  Scarlet 
Lady  on  the  Seven  Hills,  to  hear  you  swear- 
ing by  the  saints." 

^^It  is  enough  to  make  a  man  swear  by 
anything,  Master  Cobbe,  to  meet  with  such 
treatment.  Come,  speak  out;  how  have  I 
affronted  you?" 

"Well,  if  you  will  know,  Master  Gil,  I 
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looked  out  across  the  Pool  some  little  time 
back,  and  I  saw  a  certain  young  man  out 
there  in  my  boat  fishing.  All  at  once  he 
thrust  his  hand  into  a  bucket  of  water,  and 
seized  a  feckless  gudgeon,  which  he  deftly 
hooked,  and  then  threw  overboard  for  the 
pike  to  seize.  And,  as  I  looked,  I  saw  a 
little  hand  taken  and  kissed,  and  I  knew 
then  that  one  Captain  Culverin  had  hooked 
a  second  gudgeon  as  well,  and  that  he  might 
play  with  her  for  a  time,  as  he  watched  her 
helpless  struggles  in  his  hot  hands,  and  then 
he  might  throw  her  overboard  too.  Then 
the  scales  fell  from  my  eyes,  and  I  saw  that 
I  had  been  a  fool — one  who  had  been  so 
wrapped-up  in  his  cannon-making  that  he 
had  forgotten  to  watch  what  went  on  in  his 
own  house.  Gilbert  Carr,  you  have  ceased 
to  be  a  brother  to  my  child,  and  have  made 
hot  love  to  her.     Come,  confess." 

''  Confess ! ''    cried    Gil,   with    his    face 
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lighting  up ;  ''I  have  nothing,  sir,  to  confess. 
If  you  wish  me  to  avow  that  I  dearly  love 
our  little  Mace,  I  do  with  all  my  soul ;  and, 
Grod  giving  me  strength,  I  will  never  do 
aught  that  shall  make  her  shame  that  I  love 
her.  Yes,  Master  Cobbe,  love  has  grown 
stronger  year  by  year  ;  man's  love — hot  love 
if  you  will,  and  she  has  been  to  me  my  one 
hope — the  hope  that  has  kept  me  a  better 
man  than  I  should  have  been.  Come,  be 
not  hard  upon  me,  Master  Cobbe.  You 
cannot  mean  that  you  disapprove  of  our 
love?" 

^'  I  do  disapprove  of  your  love !  "  cried 
the  founder  angrily ;  "  and  I'll  have  no  more 
of  such  childish  babble." 

"  But  Master  Cobbe " 

'*  I'll  hear  no  more,  I  say." 

''  Nay,  Master  Cobbe,  this  is  unreason- 
able." 

*'  Call  it  what  you  will ;  I  say  I'll  have  no 
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more  of  it.  You  are  not  the  man  to  make 
my  child  happy,  and  now  we  understand 
one  another.     Mind,  I  forbid  it." 

^^  You  may  forbid  it,  Master  Cobbe,"  said 
Gil  quietly;  ^^  but  I  tell  you  frankly  I  cannot 
listen  to  your  commands.  Matters  have  gone 
too  far." 

'^  But  they  shall  not  have  gone  too  far/' 
cried  the  founder,  flushing  up,  and  stamping 
his  foot  with  rage,  "  I'll  hear  no  more. 
Look  ye  here.  Captain  Gil,  you're  in  a 
passion  now,  so  let  me  see  no  more  of  you 
for  seven  days.  Then,  perhaps,  we  can 
meet  and  talk  calmly.  Meantime,  go  and 
think." 

As  he  said  these  words  Jeremiah  Cobbe, 
the  founder  of  Roehurst,  went  into  his  empty 
furnace-house,  and  Gil  Carr  walked  slowly 
away  to  think  of  his  dismissal — now,  when 
a  man  whom  he  already  looked  upon  as  an 
enemy   was   in   the  place ;    and  the  young 
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man's  face  darkened  as  imagination  began 
to  be  busy,  filling  his  mind  full  of  strange 
fancies,  strongly  opposed  to  the  words  he 
had  spoken  but  a  short  time  since  to  Mace 
as  they  parted  at  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

HOW  THE  FOUNDER  SET  A  TRAP  TO  CATCH  A 
LOVER. 

Nature  seems  to  have  ordained  that  the 
stricken  ones  should  seek  solitude  to  find 
solace  for  their  wounds.  The  deer  injured 
by  the  shot  of  the  hunter  plunges  into  the 
depths  of  the  forest,  and  the  human  being 
cut  to  the  heart  hides  away  from  his  kind  to 
brood  and  think  and  wait  until  time  shall 
soften  the  pain. 

So  it  was  now  with  Gil  Carr,  for  his  steps 
led  him  slowly  into  the  forest  depths  of  the 
old  weald,  where,  coming  at  length,  by 
means  of  a  cart-track,  to  an  opening  where 
the  woodman's  axe  had  been  at  work  and  a 
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hollow  blackened  with  dust  and  dotted  with 
curious  little  fungi,  showed  where  the  char- 
coal burners  had  been  busy,  he  seated  him- 
self upon  a  stump,  and  began  to  think  over 
the  past — of  the  days  when  a  boy  he  had 
been  his  father's  companion  on  shipboard, 
when  he  used  to  be  shut  down  in  the  cabin 
below  water-line  when  some  attack  was  to 
be  made  upon  a  Spanish  ship  or  fort  in  the 
Carib  sea ;  of  the  love  the  stern,  sun-browned, 
grizzled  man  bore  him,  and  how  he  had  been 
the  rough  sailors'  plaything.  Then  of  that 
dreadful  day  when  lying  below  half  wander- 
ing with  fever,  when  the  air  that  came 
through  the  little  cabin  window  seemed 
burning  hot,  he  had  felt  his  head  throb,  and 
listened  to  the  noise  of  cannons,  wondering 
whether  they  were  real  or  only  the  fancies 
of  his  aching  brain.  Of  how  he  had  at  last 
with  swimming  head  crawled  from  his  berth 
and  painfully  climbed  on  deck,  where  his 
feet  slid  from  under  him,  and  he  fell  in  a 
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pool  of  blood,  after  which  he  crawled  to 
pass,  one  after  the  other,  half  a  score  of 
dead  and  wounded  men,  to  where  a  group 
was  standing  round  one  who  lay  upon  the 
deck,  dark  with  the  shades  of  approaching 
death,  and  with  his  head  supported  by  Wat 
Kilby,  who  was  crying  like  a  child. 

How  plainly  it  all  came  back  as  he  sat 
there  in  the  forest  shades,  with  the  glowing 
sunbeams  that  flashed  through  the  leaves 
and  burnished  the  silvery-green  of  the  great 
bracken  fronds,  seeming  like  the  swords  that 
glittered  under  the  tropic  sky,  and  the 
gleaming  armour  that  the  stout  adventurers 
wore  when  they  made  way  for  him  to  crawl 
to  his  father's  side. 

That  pale,  stern  face  lit  up — how  well  he 
remembered  it!— and  one  feeble  hand  was 
raised  to  be  laid  upon  his  head,  as  with  his 
dying  breath  the  smitten  captain,  one  of 
Elizabeth's  adventurous  spirits,  who  fought 
g2 
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the  Spaniards  under  the  English  flag,  half 
raised  himself  and  cried — 

"Brave  lads — God's  will — this  is  your 
captain  now ! " 

And  then,  as  he  flung  himself  wildly  upon 
his  father's  breast,  there  was  a  loud  hurrah, 
for  the  fighting-men  and  crew  flashed  their 
swords  over  his  head,  and  swore  they  would 
follow  him  to  the  death.  Over  his  head,  for 
he  was  alone  upon  the  deck  with  the  dead. 

How  it  all  came  back — his  long  illness — 
Wat  Kilby's  constant  care— how  he  was 
brought  home,  and  their  ship  ascended  the 
little  river — how  he  was  taken  to  Roehurst,  to 
gradually  win  his  way  back  to  health  and 
strength;  and  then  there  were  the  happy 
days  he  had  spent  with  little  Mace  as  his 
playfellow  till  he  rejoined  the  ship,  and  was 
hailed  by  those  on  board  as  their  very  cap- 
tain, under  whom  nominally,  but  with  Wat 
Kilby  as  their  head,  they  had  sailed  to  east 
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and  west,  trading,  fighting  when  Spaniards 
were  in  the  way,  till  he  had  really  taken  the 
helm,  and  led  the  unquiet  spirits  who  had 
always  chafed  at  the  rule  of  James,  their 
dislike  culminating  in  hatred  ^after  they  had 
joined  in  Raleigh's  luckless  venture  and  re- 
turned. Then  had  come  a  long  time  of  quiet 
trading — the  ship  they  sailed  bearing  to 
other  shores  year  after  year  the  produce  of 
the  Roehurst  forges,  and  bringing  back  the 
old  founder's  needs  ;  sulphur  from  Sicily 
or  Iceland ;  Chinese  salt,  as  they  called  it  — 
saltpetre — from  the  east. 

And  now  after  all  these  years,  when  the 
captain's  love  for  his  little  playmate  had 
grown  into  the  strong,  absorbing  passion  of 
a  man  for  the  woman  of  his  heart,  he  was 
suddenly  called  upon  to  give  her  up. 

The  day  wore  on  as  Gil  sat  there  thinking; 
the  wood-pigeons  set  up  their  mournful  coo- 
coo,  coo-coo,  heedless  of  his  presence;  the 
blackbirds  that  swarmed  in  the  low  coppices, 
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where  the  trees  had  been  cut  down,  uttered 
their  alarm-notes,  and  then  came  and  hunted 
out  the  wild  cherries  close  at  hand ;  and  at 
last,  as  here  and  there  the  bright  lamps  of 
the  glowworms  were  lit,  the  rabbits  came 
out  to  frisk  and  feed,  so  still  and  thoughtful 
was  the  occupant  of  the  glade. 

"  No,"  he  said  at  last,  ''  I  will  not.  My 
life  has  been  rough,  but  I  cannot  blame  my- 
self for  that ;  and  I  will  not.  I  cannot  give 
her  up.  Mace,  my  darling,  if  I  knew  that 
by  never  seeing  you  again  I  should  add  to 
your  happiness,  I  would  bear  the  suffering 
like  a  man.  As  it  is,  Master  Cobbe,  I  must 
go  against  your  will." 

He  strode  hastily  away,  with  the  wild 
creatures  of  the  woods  scattering  right  and 
left  at  his  heavy  tread,  and,  making  straight 
for  the  gabled  house,  he  began  for  the  first 
time  now  to  think  upon  its  occupant. 

Once  or  twice  a  pang  shot  through  his 
breast   as    he  thought   of  the  gaily-dressed 
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young  officer  made  a  welcome  guest  at  the 
house  whose  door  he  was  forbidden  to  enter ; 
and  he  stopped  short,  with  his  teeth  gritting 
together,  and  his  brow  knit,  his  mind 
agitated  by  the  thoughts  of  what  might  be. 

It  was  very  still,  and  the  soft  balmy 
summer  night-air  bore  the  sounds  from  far 
away,  as  with  a  faint,  piercing,  shrill  cry 
the  bats  wheeled  around  the  tree  beneath 
whose  dark  shadow  he  stood ;  the  night- 
hawk  chased  the  moths  in  busy  circle,  and  a 
great  white -breasted  owl  floated  softly  by, 
turned  and  flew  beneath  the  tree,  but  on 
seeing  Gil  uttered  a  wild  and  thrilling 
shriek  as  it  fled  away,  a  sound  in  keeping 
with  the  words  of  Gil  Carr,  as  he  walked 
hastily  on  once  more,  exclaiming — 

'^  I  should  slay  him  if  he  did." 

The  object  of  his  thoughts  was  Sir  Mark 
Leslie,  then  lying  on  a  couch  by  the  open 
window  of  his  room,  with  the  sweet  scents 
of  the  garden  floating  in,  and  the  soft,  moist, 
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warm  night-air  pla3ang  pleasantly  upon  his 
forehead. 

He,  too,  had  his  thoughts  fixed  upon  Mace, 
and,  perhaps  by  a  subtle  influence,  they  were 
drawn,  too,  towards  him  whom  he  had  seen 
as  her  companion  in  the  boat,  the  man  who 
had  played  surgeon,  and  in  whose  eyes  he 
had  seemed  to  read  no  friendly  feeling 
towards  himself. 

It  must  have  been  ten  o'clock  when  Gil 
came  in  sight  of  the  gables  standing  up 
against  the  soft,  clear  summer  sky.  The  oc- 
cupants of  the  neighbouring  cottages  were 
asleep,  and  with  the  exception  of  the  beetle's 
drone,  and  the  baying  of  some  bugle-mouthed 
beagle,  all  was  so  silent  that  the  ripple  and 
rush  of  the  water  in  the  stone  channel  seemed 
to  rise  and  fall  with  almost  painful  force. 

There  was  a  broad  sloping  bankjsome 
thirty  or  forty  yards  from  the  front  of  the 
house,  and,  taking  off  his  hat,  Gil  softly 
walked   along  by  it  for  a  little   distance, 
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stooping  here  and  there  to  thrust  his  hand 
in  among  the  long  dew-wet  grass,  and  place 
something  in  his  hat. 

So  occupied  was  he  with  his  proceedings 
that  he  did  not  notice  a  figure  seated  be- 
neath a  tree  nor  heed  the  faint  odour  of 
tobacco  which  was  nearly  overpowered  in  the 
soft,  sweet  woodland  scents  that  floated  by. 
Neither  did  he  notice  that  a  window  was 
open  in  one  of  the  gables,  and  that  the 
founder  was  seated  there,  gazing  out  upon 
the  summer  sky. 

For,  lover-like,  Gil  Carr  was  just  then 
very  blind,  perhaps  because  the  thoughts  of 
Mace  Cobbe  filled  his  breast  to  the  exclusion 
of  everything  else.  Turning  then  to  his  task, 
he  walked  back  to  the  sloping  bank,  and 
softly  placed  the  four  glow-worms  he  had 
brought  diamond-wise  upon  the  grass,  where 
the  little  creatures  glimmered  in  the  dark- 
ness like  the  signal-lights  of  a  ship  at  sea. 
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So  thought  Gil  Carr,  as  he  turned  to  look 
at  them  from  a  little  distance,  and  then, 
softly  walking  to  the  little  swing-bridge,  he 
crossed  it  lightly  in  the  darkness,  and,  leap- 
ing the  fence,  stood  amongst  the  clustering 
roses  waiting  for  the  opening  of  a  window 
ten  feet  above  his  head. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait,  for  the  signal 
had  been  seen,  and  before  many  moments 
had  elapsed  there  was  a  slight  grating  noise 
and  then  a  soft  voice  that  made  the  young 
man's  heart  throb  uttered  the  one  word — 

''  Gil." 

^'Yes,  dear,  I  am  here,"  he  replied, 
eagerly. 

^^How  foolish!"  came  next  from  over- 
head. ^'Why,  Gil,  you  were  with  me  this 
afternoon,  and  yet  you  play  the  love-sick 
swain  beneath  my  window  now." 

"I  am  sick  with  love,  sweet;  even  unto 
death." 
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'^  Are  you  turning  poet,  Gil  ?" 

^^  Yes,  for  I  seem  to  live  in  a  sphere  of 
poesy  when  I  think  of  thee." 

'^  You  foolish  boy." 

^^I  am,"  he  said.  ^^  Would  I  could  see 
thine  eyes." 

^^  And  that  they  were  glow-worms,"  she 
said  laughingly.  '^  There,  good-night,  dear 
Gil.  It  is  late,  and  I  must  to  bed.  If 
you  are  my  true  love,  come  boldly  to  the 
house  by  day  ;  such  meetings  as  this  be- 
come neither  thee  nor  me." 

^'Stay  awhile,  sweet,"  he  said.  ^^  What 
of  your  guest  ?" 

'^Poor  fellow!  I  have  not  seen  him 
since." 

Gil  sighed  content. 

^^  There,  I  must  fain  go  now,  dear  Gil. 
Good  night.'' 

^^  Nay,  nay !  a  moment  longer,"  he  cried. 

'^  Why,  Gil,"  she  cried,  laughing  musi- 
cally, ^^  one  would  think  you  were  a  lover 
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forsaken   and   forlorn,    condemned    to   stay- 
away — forbidden  the  house/' 

'a  am." 

^^What?" 

^^lam,   sweet;  and  condemned  to  stolen 
meetings." 

^'  Why,  Gil  ? "  she  exclaimed ;  and  in  a 
low  voice  he  told  her  all. 

Meanwhile  as  Gil's  dark  figure  was  seen 
approaching  the    house,  the  watcher  at  the 
open  window   drew   back   to   ensure   being 
unseen,  and  then   proceeded   to  follow  the 
young  man's  movements,  ending   by  going 
to  the  far  end  of  the  room,  taking  down  a 
curious  old  Spanish  matchlock  from  a  couple 
of  slings,  and  then  opening  an  oaken  cabi- 
net, from  which  he  took  powder  in  a  carved 
horn   flask,    and  a  small  pouch  of   bullets, 
with  which  the  piece  was  carefully  charged. 
Then   the   match   was   cautiously   lit,    and, 
approaching   the   window,    the    barrel    was 
laid   upon   the   sill,    as  he   who    carried    it 
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went  down  on  one  knee,  and  took  a  care- 
ful aim  at  the  young  man  where  he  stood. 

*^I  could  bring  him  down  easily,"  mut- 
tered the  watcher.  '^  He  shall  not  play 
with  me  and  break  her  heart." 

^^  Nay,"  he  growled,  the  next  minute, 
'^  it  would  be  cowardly,  and  he  is  a  brave 
strong  lad.  But  he  shall  not  trifle  with 
either  of  us,  and  I  will  not  have  him  here. 

''  Shall  I  fire  ?  "  he  said,  holding  the 
heavy  piece  hesitatingly;  and  the  long 
barrel  shook  in  his  hand. 

The  hesitation  was  not  for  long.  With 
a  sigh  of  annoyance  he  placed  the  match- 
lock in  the  corner,  and,  going  downstairs, 
he  went  out  softly  by  the  back,  and  came 
right  round  by  the  front  of  the  house,  as 
if  meaning  to  interrupt  the  meeting  now  in 
progress,  but  instead  of  so  doing  he  went 
down  to  the  great  mill-wheel,  and  crossed  the 
water  by  means  of  its  spokes  and  paddles. 
Then  stealing  softly  along  by  the  far  edge 
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of  the  deep  stream,  he  crossed  it  by  the 
bridge,  and  by  putting  a  long  lever  in  mo- 
tion swung  the  bridge  right  round,  leaving 
the  way  perfectly  open,  so  that  any  one 
coming  from  the  house  would,  in  place  of 
going  across  the  bridge,  walk  in  the  dark- 
ness right  into  the  deep  water,  and,  how- 
ever strong  a  swimmer  he  might  be,  he 
would  be  carried  down  by  the  force  of  the 
stream  right  amidst  the  woodwork  of  the 
wheel,  perhaps  past  it,  and  down  into  the 
lower  fall  amongst  the  rocks  beneath. 

'^  He  won't  drown,"  muttered  the  founder; 
''  and  it  will  be  a  lesson  to  him — teach  him 
that  I  don't  mean  play." 

Walking  softly  back  to  the  mill-wheel  he 
crossed  again,  made  his  way  into  the  house, 
and  then  to  the  window,  where  he  once  more 
took  up  his  position,  and  began  to  watch  the 
dimly-seen  crossing,  waiting  to  see  the  dis- 
turber, as  he  termed  him,  of  his  daughter's 
peace,  fall  headlong  into  the  channel. 
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Hardly  had  he  settled  himself,  though,  to 
watch,  when  a  change  came  over  him. 

^^  No,  hang  it,"  he  muttered,  ^^  it  is  a  dirty, 
mean  trick ;  and  Gil  Carr  is  too  good  a  man 
to  treat  in  such  a  way.  I've  been  hard 
enough  upon  him,  and  there  is  no  need  for 
this.     I'll  go  and  put  it  back." 

The  founder  went  down  stairs  once  more, 
and  out  into  the  darkness  with  the  full  in- 
tent of  replacing  the  bridge ;  but  he  was  too 
late.  Before  he  could  reach  the  rough 
framework  by  which  he  had  crossed,  there 
was  a  step  away  to  the  right,  a  cry,  a  tre- 
mendous splash,  and,  as  for  a  few  moments 
he  stood  paralysed  by  the  rushing  stream, 
he  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  white  face  amidst 
the  black  water,  and  then  it  disappeared. 

The  founder's  repentance  seemed  to  have 
come  too  late,  and  his  trap  had  apparently 
acted  but  too  well.  For  the  first  time,  per- 
haps, he  realised  that  a  man's  chance  of  life 
in  those  rushing  waters  was  very  small.     He 
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had  once  helped  to  draw  out  the  body  of  one 
who  had  been  drowned  in  the  great  pool, 
and  who  had  gradually  been  drawn  down  to 
get  entangled  in  the  mill-wheel,  but  he  had 
never  seen  any  one  fall  directly  into  the  race, 
and  he  was  startled  at  the  velocity  with 
which  the  figure  passed. 

^ '  My  poor  lad ! ''  he  groaned.  ^ '  What  have 
I  done  ?  Of  all  the  passionate  fools ! " 

Here  he  was  interrupted  by  a  couple  of 
figures  approaching  out  of  the  darkness,  one 
on  either  side  of  the  stream,  and  a  voice  that 
made  him  start  exclaimed,  ''  Has  he  passed 
you  ?  " 

Setting  a  trap  is  one  thing,  catching  the 
right  bird  you  set  it  for  quite  another  affair. 

In  this  case  Jeremiah  Cobbe  had  calculated 
pretty  well,  but  he  had  not  foreseen  all  the 
possibilities,  and  the  consequence  was  that 
the  man  for  whose  benefit  the  bridge  had 
been  drawn  aside  had  not  fallen  into  the 
stream. 
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For  no  sooner  had  the  founder  entered  the 
house  and  closed  the  door  than  a  tall,  gaunt 
figure  rose  up  from  behind  the  thick  hedge 
which  sheltered  the  garden,  and  uttered  a 
low  peculiar  signal,  somewhat  like  the  cry  of 
a  sea-bird.  This  he  repeated  twice  without 
efPect,  and  he  was  about  to  risk  being  heard 
in  replacing  the  swing-bridge  when  a  sound 
from  another  direction  made  him  shrink 
back  to  his  hiding-place,  after  giving  another 
signal  exactly  like  the  seamew's  cry. 

The  sound  he  heard  was  a  footstep,  and 
the  watcher  knew  in  an  instant  that  it  was 
not  Gil's,  both  by  its  peculiarity  and  by  its 
coming  in  a  fresh  direction  from  that  in 
which  he  had  heard  the  answer  to  his  last 
signal. 

"  It's  Cobbe  come  back  to  slew  round  the 
bridge,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as  he 
crouched  down ;  and  hardly  had  he  uttered 
the  remark  than  there  was   a  slip,   a   loud 
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ejaculation,  and  then  a  sharp  cry  and  a 
splash. 

**  Then  it  wasn't  Cobbe,"  exclaimed  the 
watcher,  as  he  sprang  up,  and,  repeating  his 
signal,  he  soon  heard  his  leader's  footsteps 
hastily  approaching.  '^  Don't  try  to  cross," 
he  said ;  ^Hhe  bridge  has  gone  and  some  one 
has  fallen  in.  Run  to  the  wheel,  or  who- 
ever it  is  will  be  there  first,  and  take  a 
dowser  into  the  lower  bole." 

Gil  ran  along  the  side  of  the  swift  channel, 
and,  directly  after  encountering  the  dimly- 
seen  form  of  the  founder,  he  exclaimed, 
'^  Has  he  passed  you  ?  " 

'^  Yes;  quick,"  cried  the  old  man,  as  he 
tried  hard  to  recover  from  the  shock  he  had 
received;  ''we  may  stop  him  by  the  wheel 
here.     Who  was  it  ?  " 

''  Heaven  knows,"  cried  Gil ;  ''  don't  stop 
to  talk." 

As  he  spoke  he  was  already  down  on  his 
knees  beside  the  wheel,  and  made  a  snatch 
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at  something  which  was  hitched  on  to  one 
of  the  broad  slimy  paddles ;  but  even  as  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  the  shape  glided 
away,  and  went  over  the  fall  with  a  shoot 
into  the  black  water  down  below. 

^'  For  God's  sake,  be  quick,"  cried  the 
founder,  ^'  or  he'll  be  drowned,  whoever  he  is. 
Drop  on  to  the  stones  below ;  the  water  is 
only  a  few  inches  deep  at  the  side,  and  you 
may  reach  him  as  he  comes  up  with  the 
eddy." 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation  Gil  lowered 
himself  over  the  wood-piles,  and  dropped 
with  a  splash  on  to  the  water- worn  pebbles 
below,  where  there  was  a  broad  shelf  before 
the  water  went  sheer  down  ten  or  a  dozen 
feet  into  a  hole  caused  by  the  washing  of 
the  heavy  stream  that  fell  from  above. 

Overhung  as  it  was  by  willows,  and  en- 
closed by  slimy  piles  and   masses   of  fern- 
hung  rock,   it    was    a  gruesome  place,   at 
mid-day,  with  the  sun  shining.     By  night 
h2 
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its  very  aspect  would  have  been  enough  to 
deter  most  men  from  venturing  to  plunge 
in.  It,  however,  had  no  deterrent  effect 
upon  Gil,  who  leaned  forward,  peering  into 
the  darkness,  to  see  if  he  could  reach  the 
drowning  man;  but  finding  that  he  was 
swept  away  by  the  stream,  and  being  drawn 
round  by  the  eddy  towards  the  falling 
torrent  which  came  over  in  a  sheet,  he 
plunged  boldly  in,  caught  the  first  part  of 
the  drowning  man's  garments  he  could  seize, 
and  swam  strongly  towards  the  lower  part  of 
the  waste  water,  where  Wat  Kilby  was  ready 
to  give  him  a  helping  hand,  half  dragging 
him  out,  and  at  the  same  time  whispering  a 
few  words  in  his  ear. 

Jeremiah  Cobbe  was  beside  them  directly, 
eagerly  asking  who  it  was  they  had  saved. 

^'  It  looks  like  your  guest.  Master  Cobbe," 
said  Gil  sourly.  ^*  There,  he  is  not  drowned, 
but  coming-to  fast.  I'll  leave  you  to  take 
him  home  ;  and,  perhaps,  you  had  better  tell 
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him  to  keep  in  the  house  at  night,  as  you 
have  taken  to  the  bad  habit  of  setting  traps 
to  catch  your  friends." 

^^  Not  for  my  friends,  Gil  Carr,  but  for 
those  who  act  like  rats  or  other  vermin,  and 
steal  round  my  place  at  ungodly  hours," 
cried  the  founder  angrily. 

^^Call  it  what  you  will.  Master  Cobbe," 
said  Gil,  coldly,  ^*  I'll  say  good  night;" 
and  without  another  word  he  walked  away 
to  change  his  wet  garments,  while  the 
founder  helped  his  half-drowned  guest  back 
to  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

HOW  WAT  KILBY  WENT  WOOING. 

Sir  Mark's  wound  was  of  such  a  nature 
that,  being  a  young  and  healthy  man,  it 
would  soon  have  healed  up ;  but  his  impru- 
dence in  leaving  the  house,  and  his  im- 
mersion, gave  matters  so  unfavourable  a 
turn  that  next  morning  he  was  unable  to 
leave  his  bed,  and,  on  a  messenger  arriving 
from  the  Moat  with  Sir  Thomas  Beckley's 
inquiries  how  it  was  Sir  Mark  had  not  re- 
turned, he  was  sent  back  with  the  news  of 
the  young  man's  accident,  nothing  being 
mentioned  about  the  sword-wound.  The 
result  was  that  Gil,  in  the  course  of  the 
morning,  when  he  happened  to  be  strolling 
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in  that  direction,  met  Sir  Thomas  and  his 
daughter  on  their  way  to  Roehurst,  followed 
by  a  servant  laden  with  a  basket. 

Mistress  Anne's  face  turned  white,  then 
rosy  red,  as  she  saw  Gil  approach,  and  as 
her  eyes  met  his  they  were  full  of  reproach 
and  angry  resentment,  which  rapidly  gave 
place  to  a  girlish,  half -playful  manner  as 
soon  as  Sir  Thomas  mentioned  the  cause  of 
his  visit. 

^^  A  perilous  accident  has  befallen  my 
guest,  Captain  Carr,"  said  the  baronet, 
pompously — '^  Sir  Mark  Leslie,  a  Scottish 
gentleman,  a  special  messenger  from  his 
Majesty,  who  has  come  here  on  important 
business.  He  was  nearly  drowned  last 
even,  and  is  now  ill  abed.  We  have 
brought  him  some  simples  and  medicaments 
of  Dame  Beckley's  own  preparation,  and 
we  hope  soon  to  have  him  back." 

^^  Oh,  yes,"  said  Mistress  Anne,  with  a 
sigh,  and  a  meaning  look  at  Gil. 
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"  He  makes  you  a  pleasant  companion, 
Mistress  Anne,"  said  Gil,  quietly. 

^^  Oh,  yes,"  she  cried ;  ''  he  is  delightful 
— so  much  Court  news — such  polish;  it  is 
indeed  a  pleasure  to  meet  a  true  gentle- 
man down  here." 

^*  Which  I  am  not,  then,"  thought  Gil. 

'^Will  nothing  move  him  to  jealousy?" 
said  Anne  Beckley  to  herself ;  and  with  her 
eyes  flashing  angrily,  she  laid  her  hand  on 
her  father's  arm,  and  after  a  polite  saluta- 
tion they  passed  on. 

'^  Poor  girl!  "  said  Gil  to  himself.  *^  I  am 
not  a  vain  man,  but  if  she  be  not  ogling, 
and  cap-setting,  and  trying  to  draw  me  on 
at  her  apron-string,  I  am  an  ass.  Why,"  he 
continued,  turning  to  gaze  after  the  little 
party  just  as  Mistress  Anne  turned  her  own 
head  quickly  to  look  after  him,  and,  seeing 
that  he  was  doing  the  same,  snatched  her- 
self away  as  if  in  dudgeon — ^'  one  would 
think  that  she  was  trying  to  draw  me  on  by 
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her  looks,  and  seeking  to  make  me  jealous 
of  this  gay  lad  from  town.  Poor  lass !  it  is 
labour  in  vain  ;  and  she  would  not  cause  me 
a  pang  if  she  married  him  to-morrow. 
What's  that  ?  " 

'  ''  That  "  was  a  slight  rustling  noise 
amongst  the  trees,  followed  by  a  '^  clink- 
clink- clink  "  of  flint  against  steel ;  and 
striding  out  of  the  path  and  going  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound  Gil  came  upon  Wat 
Kilby,  seated  in  a  mossy  nook,  blowing  at  a 
spark  in  some  tinder  and  holding  his  little 
pipe  ready  in  his  hand. 

^^  Hollo,  Wat!"  cried  Gil. 

The  gaunt  old  fellow  went  on  blowing 
without  paying  the  slightest  heed  to  the 
summons,  then  applied  a  rough  match 
dipped  in  brimstone,  whose  end,  on  applica- 
tion to  the  glowing  spark  in  the  tinder,  first 
melted,  and  then  began  to  burn  with  a 
fluttering  blue  flame.  This  was  soon  com- 
municated to  the  splint  of  wood,   and  the 
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flame  was  then  carefully  held  in  a  scarlet 
cap  taken  from  Wat's  grizzly  half-bald  head 
for  shelter  from  the  soft  summer  breeze, 
while  he  held  the  bowl  of  his  little  pipe  to 
it  and  solemnly  puffed  it  alight,  after  which 
he  rose  from  his  knees,  took  up  a  sitting 
position  with  his  back  against  an  old  beech, 
gazed  up  in  the  speaker's  face  and  replied — 

"  Hollo,  skipper!" 

^'I  wanted  to  see  you  Wat,"  said  Gril. 
*'  Look  here,  old  lad,  how  came  you  to  be 
hanging  about  the  house  last  night  when 
you  gave  the  signal  ?  " 

^'  Hah  !  "  ejaculated  Wat,  exhaling  a  thin 
puff  of  fine  blue  smoke  and  gazing  straight 
before  him  through  the  sun -pleached  foliage 
of  the  forest. 

'^  Do  you  hear  me?"  cried  Gil,  impa- 
tiently, as  he  stamped  his  heavy  foot  upon 
the  moss. 

'^  Hah  !  "  ejaculated  Wat  again.  ^'  I  was 
there  on  the  watch." 
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*'  Yes,  yes  ;  and  what  did  you  see  ?  " 

''  Mas'  Cobbe  come  out  soon  after  you 
had  gone  across  the  little  bridge  and  pook 
it  out  of  the  way." 

''  Yes,  yes;  go  on." 

''  Then  I  give  you  the  signal  two  or  three 
times  before  I  could  make  you  hear,  and  just 
then  I  heard  another  step  and  hid  away, 
and  'fore  I  had  time  to  do  more — in  he 
went.     You  know." 

"  Yes  ;  but  look  here,  Wat,  how  came  you 
to  be  there  ?  " 

^'I  was  there  to  save  my  skipper  from 
being  pooked,"  growled  Wat,  slowly  and 
between  puffs  of  his  pipe.  ''  It  was  as  if  I 
had  been  sent  on  purpose." 

^'  It's  a  lie,"  cried  Gil,  angrily.  ^'  Wat, 
you  are  an  old  trickster  and  a  cheat.  How 
dare  you  try  to  deceive  me  ? '' 

^'  There,"  said  Wat,  quietly  addressing  a 
beech  pollard  before  him  ;  ^^  that's  gratitude 
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for  watching  over  and  saving  him  from  being 
pooked." 

'^  Of  course  you  saved  me  from  danger, 
just  as  any  brave  man  would  try  to  save 
another,  and  more  especially  one  of  a  crew, 
his  skipper.  There  is  no  merit  attached  to 
that.  Now  look  here,  Wat,  confess,  for  I 
am  sure  I  know." 

^'  I  don't  know  about  no  confessing," 
growled  Wat;  ^^  you're  a  skipper,  not  a 
priest.  S'pose  I  asked  you  what  you  were 
doing  there  ?  If  the  captain  sets  such  an 
example,  what  can  you  'spect  of  the  crew  ?  " 

Gil  twisted  his  moustache  angrily,  and 
then  turned  sharply  on  his  follower. 

''  You  were  not  watching  me  ?" 

''  I  arn't  going  to  tell  no  lies.     No." 

^^  You  as  good  as  say,  then,  that  you  were 
on  the  same  errand  as  I  ?  " 

"  I  arn't  going  to  sail  round  no  headlands 
when  there's  a  port  right  in  front.  I  arn't 
ashamed.     Yes,  I  were." 


SWEET  MACE.  109    . 

"  Look  here,  Wat  Kilby,"  said  Gil,  after 
taking  a  step  or  two  up  and  down  in  front 
of  the  old  fellow,  who  calmly  leaned  back 
and  gazed  straight  before  him — "  look  here, 
Wat  Kilby,  you  have  been  like  a  second 
father  to  me." 

"  Hah  !"     And  then  a  puff  of  smoke. 

"  And  I  would  not  willingly  hurt  your 
feelings." 

*'  Hah !" 

*'  But  I  hold  in  great  respect  the  people 
who  dwell  in  yon  house,  and  I  will  not 
have  them  in  anywise  annoyed.'' 

"  Then  I  wouldn't  go  coming  the  SjDanish 
Don,  under  their  windows  o'  nights," 
growled  Wat. 

"  Silence,  sir,"  cried  Gil. 

As  he  spoke,  the  young  man's  face 
flushed  with  shame  and  mortification  at 
being  twitted  with  his  amorous  passages, 
but  there  was  a  look  of  command  and  an 
imperious  tone  in  his  voice  that  told  of  one 
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accustomed  to  be  obeyed,  and  the  great 
lank  muscular  man,  tanned  and  hardened 
by  a  life  of  exposure,  shuffled  uneasily  in 
his  seat  and  let  his  little  pipe  go  out. 

"  If  it  had  been  another  man,  Wat,"  con- 
tinued Gril,  ^'I  should  have  given  him  a 
week  in  irons  for  daring  to  go  near  the 
place." 

"What!  after  his  skipper  set  an  ex- 
ample ?"  growled  Wat. 

"  Silence,  sir,''  roared  Gil,  catching  the 
old  fellow  by  the  shoulder.  "Bah!"  he 
continued,  calming  down,  "Why  do  you 
anger  me,  Wat  ?"  and  he  loosed  his  hold. 

''  Oh,  haul  away,  young  'un,"  growled 
Wat,  with  a  grim  smile,  "you  don't  hurt 
me.  I  like  to  see  what  a  sturdy  young 
lion  you've  grown.  That's  your  father, 
every  inch  of  him,  as  did  that.  Hah!  he 
was  a  one." 

"Let  him  rest,  Wat,"  cried  Gil  impa- 
tiently.     "  My   father    would    never    have 
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looked  over  an  act  of  folly  or  disobedience. 
Neither  will  I." 

"You  never  ordered  me  not  to  go," 
growled  Wat. 

"  Then  I  do  now,  sir  !  Look  here.  What 
does  it  mean  ?  Are  you  not  ashamed  of  your- 
self, carrying  on  these  gallantries  ?  There 
was  that  Carib  woman  out  at  Essequibo." 

"  Hah ! ''  with  a  smokeless  exhalation. 

"And  the  flat-nosed  Malayan  in  the 
Eastern  Seas.'' 

"Hah!" 

"And  that  Chinese,  yellow,  moon-faced 
woman." 

"Hah!" 

"  And  the  black  girl  on  the  Guinea 
Coast." 

^^Hah!" 

*'  And  that  Portingallo  wench,  and  the 
Spanish  lass  with  the  dark  eyes,  and  that 
great  Greek,  and  a  score  beside." 

"Hah!    Yes,  skipper,"  said  Wat  calmly. 
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"I've  got  an  ugly  shell,  but  the  core  inside 
is  very  soft." 

"Soft?     Yes." 

"But  you're  going  back  a  many  years, 
skipper." 

'^  I  need,"  cried  Gril  angrily.  '*  A  man  of 
your  age,  too !  Why,  Wat,  you're  sixty,  if 
you  are  a  day !" 

^'  Sixty -four,"  growled  Wat  quietly,  as  he 
took  out  his  flint  and  steel  and  screwed  up 
his  grim  weather-beaten  face. 

*'  Then  it's  a  disgrace  to  you !  " 

'^Disgrace?  What's  being  sixty-four  got 
to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Why  you're  an  old  man,  sir !  " 

^^  Old  man  ?  Not  I,  captain.  I'm  as 
young  as  ever  I  was,  and  as  fond  of  a  pretty 
girl.  I'm  not  old;  and,  if  I  was,  I  get 
fonder  of  'em  every  year  I  live." 

"  It  is  disgraceful,  sir  ! "  cried  Gril,  angrily. 
"  You  ought  to  be  thinking  of  your  coffin 
instead  of  pretty  girls." 
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That  touched  Wat  home,  and  he  sprang 
to  his  feet  with  the  activity  of  a  boy. 

^'No,  I  oughtn't,  skipper,"  he  cried,  ex- 
citedly. ^^And,  look  here,  don't  you  say 
that  there  terrifying  word  to  me  again — I 
hate  it.  When  it's  all  over,  if  you  don't 
have  me  dropped  overboard,  just  as  I  am, 
at  sea,  or  even  here  at  home  in  the  little 
river,  I'll  come  back  and  haunt  you.  Coffin, 
indeed !  Talk  about  such  trade  as  that ! 
Just  as  if  I  hadn't  sailed  round  the  world 
like  a  man." 

He  reseated  himself,  and  began  once  more 
to  use  his  flint  and  steel,  but  this  time 
viciously. 

^^  Once  for  all  then,  Wat,  I  will  not  have 
this  sort  of  thing  here.  A  man  of  your 
years  hanging  about  after  that  great  ugly 
dairy  wench." 

''  Who  did  ?  "  cried  Wat  sharply.  ''  Nay, 
captain,  never." 

VOL.  I.  I 
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^^Have  I  been  mistaken,  then?"  cried 
Gil,  eagerly.  ^*  Stop,  though — you  don't 
mean  to  say  that  you  have  been  casting 
your  ancient  eyes  on  Janet  ?  " 

'^  Why  not  ?  "  cried  Wat,  leaping  up  once 
more.  ^^  She's  as  pretty  a  creature  as  ever 
I  set  my  ancient  eyes,  as  you  call  'em,  on." 

^'Why,  man,  she's  eighteen,  and  you  are 
sixty- four." 

^^All  the  better,"  cried  Wat.  ^' Janet  it 
is,  and  I'm  going  to  wed  her." 

^*  Does  she  know  it  ?  " 

^'Not  quite,  captain,  not  yet.  Look  ye 
here,  skipper,  my  poor  old  mother  had  a 
plum  grow  on  a  tree  by  the  cottage  wall, 
and  when  I  was  a  boy  I  meant  to  have  that 
plum.  Did  I  go  and  pick  it  right  off  and 
eat  it  there  and  then  ?  Nay,  I  set  my  eyes 
on  that  plum  while  it  was  young  and  green, 
and  saw  it  grow  day  by  day  rounder  and 
redder,  and   covered  with    soft   down  and 
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riper  purple,  and  more  rich  and  plump,  and 
at  last,  when  I  picked  that  plum,  I  had  a 
hundred  times  more  'joyment  than  if  I'd 
plucked  it  when  I  saw  it  first.  That's  what 
I'm  doing  with  little  Janet,  and  that's  what 
Master  Peasegood  calls  a  parabole." 

Gril  felt  that  he  might  just  as  well  argue 
with  a  rock  as  with  his  rugged  old  follower, 
so  he  changed  the  subject. 

•'  When  will  the  Golden  Fleece  be  fit  for 
sea  again  ?  " 

*^  It'll  be  a  month  before  they've  got  in 
the  new  keel,  captain,  and  then  she's  got  to 
be  well  overhauled." 

"  It  will  be  two  months,  then,  before  we 
can  load  up  ?  " 

^'  Ay,  all  that,"  was  the  reply. 

**  Go  on  getting  in  the  meal  and  bacon. 
Have  it  ready  for  j)lacing  in  store.  We 
must  have  everything  ready  there  for  putting 
on  board." 

i2 
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^'Ay,  ay,  skipper." 

^^  Keep  the  men  from  going  near.  Let 
there  be  no  hanging  about  the  valley  on  any 
pretence.  See  to  that  with  those  two  last 
lads." 

^*Ay,"  growled  Wat.  ^^  The  others  can 
be  trusted,  of  course." 

Gil  nodded,  and  walked  away,  while  Wat 
went  on  striking  a  light. 

''He's  half  afraid  T  should  get  in  his 
way,"  growled  the  old  fellow,  ''but  he 
needn't  be.  Much  better  be  afraid  of  some 
one  finding  out  the  store.  There's  a  new 
man  come  to  live  here,  and  a  new  cottage 
built.  The  place  is  getting  too  thick  with 
people,  and  if  we  don't  mind  we  shall  be 
found  out.  Who's  yonder  ?  "  he  continued, 
shading  his  eyes,  and  gazing  through  the 
wood.  "Churr  and  Mother  Goodhugh.  An' 
if  we're  ever  found  out,  that  Churr's  the 
man  who  will  do  it.  And  if — if — if — he — 
does — the    captain — will — hang — him — at — 
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th'  yard — arm  —sure — as — he's — a — sinful — 
soul— hah !  " 

There  was  a  puff  in  lighting  the  pipe 
between  each  of  these  last  words,  ending 
with  an  expiration,  after  which  Wat  Kilby 
leaned  back  on  the  moss,  half  closed  his 
eyes,  and  lay  watching  the  couple  he  had 
named  as  they  stood  talking  in  the  wood. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

HOW  MISTRESS  ANNE  SOUGHT  A  SPELL. 

The  days  passed  swiftly  on  in  the  lonely 
little  valley  where  Jeremiah  Cobbe  had  cast 
his  lot.  The  trees  flourished,  and  the  won- 
drous variety  of  wildflowers,  for  which  that 
part  of  the  Sussex  weald  has  always  been 
famed,  succeeded  each  other,  and  made  gay 
the  banks  and  shaughs,  while  beneath  the 
spreading  oaks  and  beeches  in  the  great 
forest  the  verdant  carpet  was  always  bright. 
The  many  streamlets  went  on  carving  their 
way  through  the  yellow  sandrock,  and  fell  in 
a  thousand  tiny  cascades,  whose  soft  spray 
moistened  the  fronds  of  the  luxuriant  ferns. 
All  was  beautiful,  for  nature  seemed  there 
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never  to  resent  the  fact  that  the  ironmaster's 
workers  delved  ore  from  the  hill-side,  cut 
down  the  woods  and  burned  them  to  char- 
coal, and  then  melted  the  iron  to  run  in 
orange  streams  in  the  deftly-formed  moulds 
for  howitzer,  culverin,  or  simple  gun.  There 
had  been  accidents,  when,  with  a  sudden  roar, 
some  powder-shed  had  blown  up,  blasting 
the  herbage  and  leaves  around;  but  a  few 
showers  and  the  bright  hot  sun  soon  restored 
all  to  its  pristine  state,  and,  embowered  in 
trees,  the  works  sent  up  their  charcoal  fumes 
without  poisoning  the  air,  or  doing  more 
harm  than  the  saline  breezes  that  swept  over 
the  hills  from  off  the  sea. 

Mistress  Anne  Beckley,  with  Sir  Thomas, 
and  at  times  with  Dame  Beckley  herself,  was 
a  constant  attendant  at  the  Pool  with  simples 
and  wonderful  decoctions  of  camomile,  agri- 
mony, balm,  and  bitter  cress,  all  of  which  the 
dame  declared  were  certain  to  subdue  the 
fever  in  Sir  Mark's  brain ;  but  somehow  they 
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did  not,  and  he  lingered  on  at  the  Pool  house, 
listening  to  the  nightingales,  gathering  wild 
flowers,  refusing  to  see  a  leech,  and  declaring 
that  he  only  wanted  time. 

He  was  not  confined  to  his  bed,  but  lounged 
on  couch  and  easy  chair,  or  walked  slowly 
in  the  garden,  languid  and  pale,  with  his 
arm  supported  in  a  sling,  receiving  with  a 
patient  smile  the  sympathising  glances  of 
Mistress  Anne,  who  fawned  upon  him  and 
tenderly  watched  his  every  change. 

But  he  could  not  leave  the  Pool  house,  and 
shook  his  head  sadly  when,  urged  by  his 
daughter.  Sir  Thomas  protested  that  the 
invalid  ought  to  be  brought  back  to  the 
Moat. 

Dame  Beckley's  preparations  did  not  seem 
to  do  the  good  she  anticipated ;  still  they  did 
some,  for,  being  composed  of  so  much  water 
and  vegetable  juices,  they  must  have  had 
beneficial  effects  upon  the  roses  and  other 
plants  around  his  bedroom  window— plants 


SWEET  MACE.  121 

which  the  young  courtier  duly  moistened 
from  the  vessel  sent  to  him.  Otherwise 
fared  the  wine,  for  of  that  he  partook  liber- 
ally, as  well  as  of  Jeremiah  Cobbe's  strong 
drinks. 

It  must  have  been  from  dissatisfaction 
with  her  mother's  treatment  of  the  patient 
that  one  day, — after  a  visit  to  the  Pool  house, 
in  whose  quiet  cool  jDarlour  she  had  found 
Sir  Mark  lying  back  in  an  easy  chair  with  a 
snowy  pillow  beneath  his  head,  and  with 
Mace  seated  near  reading  to  him  at  his  wish 
from  a  little  book  of  ballads  written  by  one 
Sir  Thomas  Wyatt, — Mistress  Anne,  instead 
of  going  straight  back  home,  sent  the  serving- 
man,  who  was  her  guardian,  to  spend  an 
hour  with  the  men  at  the  mill,  and  herself 
turned  down  a  narrow  winding  track  almost 
overgrown  with  bearbind,  briony,  and  grass. 
^^I  hate  her,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she 
set  her  teeth  and  drove  her  nails  into  her 
palms.     ''I"  saw — I  saw  her  looking  at  me 
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with  triumph  flashing  out  of  her  wicked 
eyes ;  and  I'll  kill  her,  I'll  poison  her,  before 
she  shall  beat  me  again.  If  he  would  only 
get  well — if  he  would  only  get  well." 

A  slight  rustle  on  her  left  made  her  start, 
but  it  was  only  a  blackbird  bursting  through 
the  dense  mass  of  tangled  growth  that  rose 
like  a  vast  hedge  on  either  side  of  the  wind- 
ing track,  from  which  the  wanton  brambles 
and  lithe  boughs  kept  thrusting  across  young 
shoots  like  friendly  hands  to  grasp  each 
other  and  join  in  claiming  the  rugged  lane 
as  their  own  by  conquest's  right. 

A  little  further  on  a  snake  that  had  been 
sunning  itself  on  a  stump  raised  its  head, 
uttered  a  low  hiss,  and  glided  rapidly  away 
amidst  the  dense  undergrowth ;  while  again, 
a  few  yards  further  on,  she  came  upon  a 
short  thick  adder,  lying  right  in  her  path,  and 
apparently  very  careless  about  leaving  it. 

It  was  remarkable  now  that  Anne  Beckley 
displayed  no  fear  of  the  wild  animals  she 
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met.  She  had  started  at  the  blackbird's 
rustle,  believing  that  she  was  watched,  but 
on  seeing  the  reptiles,  now  that  there  was 
no  Sir  Mark  to  whom  she  might  cling  for 
support,  she  broke  off  a  slight  hazel  branch, 
and  cut  sharply  at  the  adder  where  it  lay ; 
and  as  it  raised  its  head  and  struck  at  her 
she  cut  it  again  and  again  till  she  had  dis- 
abled it,  and  ended  by  crushing  its  head  in 
the  earth. 

Then  throwing  aside  her  stick  she  hastened 
on,  but  the  exertion  had  made  her  warm, 
and  seating  herself  upon  a  mossy  part  of  the 
bank  she  stayed  to  rest  in  the  cool  damp 
shade,  beneath  a  great  oak-tree. 

Before  she  had  been  seated  there  many 
minutes  she  became  aware  of  a  slight  move- 
ment in  the  grass,  and,  as  she  watched,  a  long 
lithe  weasel  bounded  into  sight,  stopped,  with 
its  neck  stretched  up  and  head  erect,  watch- 
ing her ;  but  as  she  did  not  move  the  animal 
ran  up  the  bank  and  crept  down  a  mouse- 
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hole,  so  small  that  it  seemed  impossible  for 
it  to  have  passed. 

There  was  something  about  that  weasel 
that  attracted  Anne,  who  remained  watching 
the  little  hole,  till  all  at  once  a  mouse  in  an 
apparent  state  of  collapse  was  thrust  out,  the 
neck  and  body  of  the  weasel  followed,  and 
away  the  long  thin  creature  bounded  into 
the  thick  grass  and  disappeared. 

A  minute  later  there  came  a  robin  to  settle 
upon  a  twig,  and  watch  her  with  its  great 
round  eyes,  but  the  loud  .  chinh-chink  of 
a  blackbird  sent  the  robin  away,  and  the 
orange-billed  bird  hopped  down  into  the 
lane  and  began  poking  and  peering  about 
among  the  leaves  till  it  secured  a  snail,  in  the 
dampest,  darkest,  spot,  which  unfortunate  it 
bore  into  the  path  and  hammered  upon  a 
stone  till  the  shell  was  broken,  when  the  soft- 
bodied  snail  was  daintily  picked  out,  swal- 
lowed, and  the  blackbird  flew  away. 

Almost  before  Mistress  Anne  had  noticed 


SWEET  MACE.  125 

that  the  blackbird  was  gone,  the  robin  came 
back  to  gaze  at  the  intruder,  with  its  head 
on  one  side,  and  then  made  a  flit  to  where 
the  leaves  upon  the  moist  bank  had  been 
disturbed  by  the  blackbird.  Here  the  robin's 
quick  eyes  had  spied  out  a  large  lobworm 
hastily  making  its  escaj^e,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  there  was  danger  below. 

This  long  worm  the  robin  seized  and  bore, 
writhing  and  twining,  in  its  bill  to  the  path, 
where  it  set  down  its  prize,  but  only  to  seize 
it  again  and  give  it  a  series  of  fierce  nips 
from  end  to  end,  accompanying  each  nip 
with  a  sharp  shake  to  stop  the  twining, 
which,  however,  was  not  entirely  done,  for 
when  the  little  redbreast  seized  its  victim 
by  the  head  there  was  a  slight  undulating 
motion  going  on — a  movement  continued  as 
the  bird  began  rapidly  to  gulp  it  down. 

This  feat  seemed  to  fascinate  Mistress  Anne, 
who  watched  the  last  bit  of  tail  disajipear, 
the  robin  having  succeeded  in  taking  down 
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a  worm  nearly  twice  its  own  length ;  such  a 
feat,  indeed,  as  a  man  would  have  accom- 
plished had  he  made  a  meal  of  a  serpent 
some  ten  or  eleven  feet  long,  swallowing  it, 
writhing  and  twisting,  whole. 

^*  How  cruel  Nature  is!"  said  Mistress 
Anne,  in  a  low  thoughtful  voice,  and  as  she 
spoke  there  was  a  strange  light  in  her  eyes. 
"  Everything  for  its  own  pleasure  seems  to 
kill  what  it  wills.  Why  should  I  not  be 
cruel  too  ?  " 

She  laughed  then — a  curious  unpleasant 
laugh ;  and  rising,  the  robin  flitted  away 
over  the  low  undergrowth,  apparently  none 
the  heavier  for  its  meal,  and  there  was  a 
sharp  rustle  and  a  bound  in  the  grass. 

Mistress  Anne  Beckley  seemed  now  to  be 
too  much  occupied  by  her  thoughts  to  pay 
much  heed  to  the  objects  she  passed  as  she 
walked  slowly  on. 

Once  more  she  said  softly,  ''  Why  should 
not  I  be  cruel  too  ?  "     Then  she  laughed  in 
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a  very  unpleasant  way,  and  half  closed  her 
eyes. 

About  a  mile  farther,  and  in  a  very  soli- 
tary place  by  an  opening  in  the  sandstone 
rock  that  rose  in  front,  she  stoj^ped  before  a 
low,  thatched  cottage,  glanced  to  right  and 
left  hastily,  and  then  opening  the  rough 
gate,  passed  between  a  couple  of  rows  of 
old-fashioned  flowers,  pushed  the  door,  and 
entered  the  low- ceiled,  homely  room,  with 
its  bricked  floor  and  open  fireplace,  where, 
in  spite  of  the  heat,  a  few  sticks  of  wood 
were  smouldering  between  the  firedogs. 

Quite  in  the  chimney-corner,  and  seated 
upon  a  stool  so  low  that  her  chin  was 
brought  in  close  proximity  to  her  knees,  was 
a  hard-featured  gaunt  woman  of  sixty, 
dressed  in  widow's  weeds  of  a  very  homely 
kind,  but  scrupulously  clean.  The  muslin  ker- 
chief and  cap  she  wore  were  white  as  snow, 
and  her  grey  hair  was  tidily  smoothed  back. 
But,  in   spite  of   her  neat  look,  there  was 
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something  repulsive  about  the  woman's  face 
— a  look  of  low  cunning  that  played  about 
her  thin  lips,  which  were  drawn  in  at  the 
corners,  while  she  had  a  habit  of  bringing 
her  thick  grey  eyebrows  down  over  her  eyes 
so  as  almost  to  conceal  them,  though,  as  you 
looked  at  her,  you  felt  that  she  was  scrutin- 
ising you  severely  from  behind  the  shaggy 
grey  fringe,  and  judging  you  from  a  hidden 
point  of  view. 

She  rose  from  her  seat  as  Mistress  Anne 
entered,  and  welcomed  her  with  a  smile,  half 
defiant,  half  fawning. 

''  Tm  so  glad  to  see  thee  again,  dearie," 
she  said,  in  a  harsh  voice.  '^  What  can  1  do 
for  thee  now?" 

''  I  don't  know,"  cried  the  visitor,  sharply; 
'^  but  look  here,  Mother  Goodhugh,  mind 
this :  my  father  is  a  justice,  and  if  you  play 
foul  games  with  me  I  have  only  to  com- 
plain to  have  you  seized  and  punished  as  a 
witch." 
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^'  Me  a  witch,  dearie  ?  Oh,  fie  !  I  never 
pretended  to  be,  only  helped  you  to  a  little 
of  my  knowledge  when  you  came  to  me." 

^'  I  believe  your  knowledge  is  all  non- 
sense," cried  the  girl,  angrily.  ^^  What  good 
has  it  done  ?  " 

^'  Ah,  it  is  impossible  to  say,"  replied  the 
woman,  looking  furtively  at  her  visitor ;  '  ^  and 
you  may  not  have  given  him  the  potion  at 
a  lucky  time.  I  know  it  was  right,  my 
dear,"  she  added,  in  a  low,  mysterious  whis- 
per. *^  I  gathered  the  herbs  myself,  and  dis- 
tilled them  every  one.  You  don't  know : 
you  can't  tell.  He  may  love  you  very 
dearly,  and  only  be  holding  back  from  fear 
of  your  high  place.  Was  not  your  father 
made  a  titled  man  just  then  ?  " 

*^  Yes,"  replied  the  visitor. 

^'  Then  that  was  it,"  cried  the  woman, 
triumphantly.  ^^  Depend  upon  it,  mistress, 
you  have  him  safe." 

'^  But   he   is   always   with    her — always, 

VOL.  I.  K 
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Mother  Goodhugli ;  and  when  we  meet  he 
has  only  a  contemptuous  kind  of  laugh  for 
me." 

^*  That  means  nothing,  dearie.  It  may  be 
only  the  man's  spirit  fighting  against  his 
heart.  I  can't  think,  lovey,  but  what  you 
have  him  safe.  How  many  times  has  he 
had  the  drink  ?  " 
^^Nine.'' 

^*  And  nine  drops  each  time  ?  " 
*'  Yes,   as  nearly  as  I  could  drop  them. 
My  hand  shook  so." 

''  Ah,"  cried  the  woman,  eagerly,  '^  what 
did  I  tell  thee?  Nine  drops  nine  times 
dropped  make  eighty-one,  and  eight  and  one 
are  nine." 

*^  Yes,"  said  Anne  Beckley. 
^'  Did  I  not  warn  thee  that  any  mistake 
would  spoil  the  spell  ?  " 

*^  Yes,  but  that  could  not  matter." 
'*  Ah,  that  is  not  for  me  to  say,"  replied 
the   woman.      '*  But    there,    sit    ye    down. 
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dearie,  and  I'll  do  what  I  can  for  you.  If  it 
wasn't  that  you  love  him  I'd  say  to  you  let 
him  go  on  in  his  terrifying  ways,  and  wed 
her  if  he  will.  She  belongs  to  an  accursed 
race,  and  would  bring  him  never  good." 

*^  But  she  shan't  marry  him  !  "  cried  Anne, 
with  flashing  eyes.  ''  I  hate  her,  Mother 
Goodhugh,  and  would  sooner  see  her  dead. 
She's  a  witch.     I'm  sure  she's  a  witch." 

*•  And  why  are  you  sure,  lovey  ? '' 

''  Because — because — she  bewitches  men 
to  her,  and  holds  them  by  her  side.  I  have 
tried,  oh,  so  hard,  but  I  cannot." 

''  Nay,  child,  nay,  but  you  can,  though 
not  so  strongly ;  for  you  do  it  by  good,  while 
she  does  it  by  ill." 

''  But  I  can't,  Mother  Goodhugh,"  cried 
the  girl,  petulantly. 

"  Ah,  but  you  do,"  said  the  woman,  who 

began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  brick  floor, 

muttering  and  talking  as  if  to  herself.    '*  She 

must,  she  must,  for  she  is  very  beautiful  and 
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good.  She  has  but  to  wish  it  over  the  nine 
drops  to  win  the  hearts  of  as  many  lovers 
as  her  heart  desires." 

^'  But,  Mother  Goodhugh,"  whispered 
Anne,  whose  heart  was  open  enough  to  a 
little  insidious  flattery,  ''  I  did  try  so  hard, 
and  it  seemed  to  do  no  good ;  and  now  a 
great  officer  has  come  to  the  Moat,  and  he 
had  to  go  down  to  the  Pool-house." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know,  I  know,"  said  Mother 
Goodhugh,  "  and  she  has  witched  him,  too. 
Yes  ;  she  sits  with  him  and  reads  to  him,  and 
smiles  softly  in  his  face,  and  she'll  win  him 
to  her  ways,  no  doubt.  But  you  don't  care 
for  that,  child.  Let  her  win  him,  and  it 
will  settle  the  love,  and  leave  brave,  stout 
Captain  Gil  for  you." 

''  But  I  do  care,  mother  ; — I  won't  have  it 
— I  can't  bear  it.  She  does  all  this  to  spite 
me,  and  it  drives  me  nearly  mad.  You  must 
give  me  something  that  shall  bring  him 
back.     Oh,  pray,  pray,  help  me." 
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"  Nay,  nay,  child,  you  threatened  me  just 
now,  and  talked  of  your  father,  and  punish- 
ing me  as  a  witch.  Ah,  ah!  I  didn't  deserve 
it." 

''  That  was  only  because  I  was  peevish 
and  fretful.  Mother  Goodhugh,'*  cried  the 
girl  appealingly;  ''for  it  is  so  hard  to  find 
both  the  men  of  your  heart  go  to  her  straight, 
and  leave  you  behind  as  a  thing  of  naught." 

''  Both  the  men— both  ? "  cried  Mother 
Goodhugh,  with  a  hoarse  chuckle,  ''  Go  to, 
go  to,  wicked  girl ;  will  not  one  suffice  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,  I'd  give  up  Captain  Gil, 
mother,  but  I  cannot  bear  to  see  this  new 
one  go  over  to  her  too.  You  must  help  me 
— you  shall." 

"  Heyday,  my  dearie,  what  can  I  do  ? 
And  besides,  you  laugh  at  my  potions.  I  am 
not  a  witch,  child,  only  a  wise  woman,  who 
works  hard  to  find  out  what  herbs  gathered 
at  vital  times  can  do.  But  I  know  nothing  at 
all — nothing  at  all.     Try  something  mixed 
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by  good  Dame  Beckley,  thy  mother ;  she  can 
distil  you  something,  I'll  warrant  ye." 

"  No,  no,  Mother  Goodhugh ;  how  can  I 
tell  her  of  my  fainting  heart,  and  my  sighs 
for  a  loving  man.  Fie !  Who  tells  her  mother 
of  such  things  ?     Come,  help  me." 

'^  Nay,  child,  it  is  of  no  use.  Go  to  some 
one  else." 

^^But  you  must  help  me,  mother,''  cried 
the  girl,  appealingly. 

'^Nay,  child,  I  cannot;  and  besides,  to  do 
what  you  will  is  costly.  Many's  the  long 
and  weary  time  Master  Abel  Churr  has  spent 
in  watching  to  get  for  me  the  toadweed 
when  it  blossomed  at  midnight,  just  at  the 
moment  when  its  flowers  opened,  and  before 
the  dew  had  time  to  wet  it  once.  And 
heavily  have  I  paid  him  for  the  earliest 
shoots  of  dog's  mercury,  and  the  roots  of  the 
peavetch  grown  in  a  dripping  rill.  Nay,  child, 
I  lose  by  thy  coming  here.  Go  ask  some  one 
else  to  help  thee.     I  can  do  no  more." 
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^*  Yes,  yes,  you  will  help  me,  Mother 
Goodhugh,"  cried  the  girl,  thrusting  a  small 
gold  piece  into  her  hand.  '^  Come,  haste 
and  prepare  me  something." 

'^  Nay,  child,  I'm  weary  of  it  all,"  said 
Mother  Goodhugh,  making  an  offer  to  return 
the  piece.  ^^  The  toil  to  my  brain  is  terrify- 
ing, and  I  lay.  awake  o'nights  after  thinking 
of  it  all,  and  wondering  whether  it  be  wicked, 
and  what's  to  become  afterward  of  my  sinful 
soul,  for  doing  such  things.  Suppose  through 
helping  you  to  your  lovers  I  am  kept  from 
joining  my  poor  dear  husband  who's  now  in 
Heaven.  Ah,  no,  I'll  have  no  more  to  do 
with  thee." 

For  answer  Anne  Beckley  gave  her  foot 
an  impatient  stamp,  and  sought  for  and 
found  a  couple  of  silver  crowns,  which  she 
added  to  the  gold  piece,  and  pressed  into 
the  old  woman's  hand,  which  closed  upon 
them  like  a  hawk's   claw  upon   some   tiny 
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partridge  chick ;  and  a  grim  smile  of  satis- 
faction came  upon  her  face. 

'^Well,  well,  well,  I  suppose  I  must, 
dearie;  and  if  I  go  to  perdition  for  it  all 
you'll  have  to  pay  for  getting  me  prayed 
for  when  I'm  dead.  Now,  then,  what  be  I 
to  do?" 

'^  Give  me  the  nine-drop  distilment  again, 
mother,  and  I  will  try  it ;  but,  if  it  fails  this 
time,  I'll  never  trust  thee  more.  I'll,  I'll — 
there,  I'll  have  thee  put  in  prison  for  a 
witch." 

'^  Then  not  a  dro]D  will  I  give  thee,"  cried 
the  old  woman,  passionately.  ^^  Go,  get  your 
own  lovers  as  you  can.  Ah!  you  cannot; 
for  if  I  be  punished  as  a  witch  I'll  ill -wish 
you;  I'll  put  such  a  spell  upon  you  that 
men  shall  avoid  you  to  the  end  of  your  days. 
You  shall  grow  thin  and  old,  and  dry  and 
yellow,  and  shall  never  know  the  joys  of  a 
pair  of  manly  arms  pressing  you  to  a  throb- 
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bing  breast ;  you  shall  never  taste  the  sweet 
kisses  of  love ;  and,  instead  of  your  lips  pout- 
ing red  and  warm  for  more,  they  shall  grow 
thin,  and  dry,  and  white,  and  cracked  in 
your  lonely,  childless  old  age.  I'll  curse  you 
—I'll " 

^^No,  no.  Mother  Goodhugh,  dear  Mother 
Goodhugh,"  cried  the  girl,  catching  at  her 
arm.  ^'  1  did  but  jest.  I'll  never  say  word 
to  a  soul,  but  keep  all  your  secrets,  and  you 
shall  have  money  and  presents  from  the 
Moat ;  only  help  me,  mother — only  give  me 
the  means  to  win  him." 

^^Him?  Whom?"  cried  Mother  Good- 
hugh, sharply. 

^*Sir  Mark,"  faltered  Anne,  with  her  face 
growing  crimson. 

^'Why  not  Captain  Gil   Carr?"    replied 
Mother  Goodhugh.     ^^  But  there,''  she  con- 
tinued, going  into  an  inner  room,  and  keep 
ing  on  talking  aloud  till  she  returned  with  a 
little  clumsily  shaped  phial,  which  she  held 
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with  great  care  and  reverence  as  she  passed 
it  to  her  visitor.  ''  There,  take  care  of  it, 
child;  every  drop  is  worth  a  gold  piece; 
but  you  have  been  disappointed,  and  I  want 
to  make  thee  happy." 

The  visitor,  while  professing  utter  disbe- 
lief in  such  matters,  snatched  eagerly  at  the 
little  phial,  and  hid  it  in  her  bosom. 

''  Now  something  else,"  she  cried.  ''  You 
are  so  close  and  hard  to  deal  with.  Do 
something  more." 

^^  What  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  "  said 
the  woman.  '^  Shall  I  tell  you  of  your 
future  ?  " 

^' Yes,  yes,"  cried  the  girl. 

^^  Sit  on  the  stool  then,  there  in  the  centre 
of  the  room,"  said  the  old  woman  ;  *^  and 
whatever  you  see  or  hear  do  not  speak  or 
move,  or  I  would  not  answer  for  the  conse- 
quences ;  it  might  be  dumbness,  or  craziness, 
or  even  death." 

Smiling    scornfully,     to   hide   a   shudder. 
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Anne  Beckley  did  as  she  was  bid ;  and  as 
she  seated  herself  the  old  woman  closed  and 
drew  a  rough  curtain  across  the  door,  and 
over  the  little  window,  leaving  only  a  few 
silver  streaks  of  light  to  penetrate;  and 
then,  as  there  was  utter  silence  as  well,  her 
visitor  heard  a  voice  that  came  apparently 
from  a  great  distance  say  softly  : — 

'^  Things  to  come — things  of  the  future — 
things  of  the  many  years.  I  see  a  house  in 
its  bright  garden  burned  up  and  destroyed, 
the  blast  of  powder,  and  the  shrieks  of  the 
wounded ;  and  I  see  a  church,  with  a  wed- 
ding-party coming  away,  and  the  face  of  the 
man  is  hidden,  but  the  garb  is  that  of  an 
officer,  and  the  face  of  the  maid  is  that  of 
Sir  Thomas  Beckley's  child." 

The  voice  ceased,  and  Mistress  Anne, 
whose  eyes  had  been  tightly  closed,  opened 
them  again,  and  saw  that  the  cottage  was 
light  once  more,  and  that  Mother  Goodhugh 
was  by  her  side. 
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'^  Whose  face  was  it  ?  "  whispered  the  girl, 
half  scornfully,  half  in  awe. 

''  The  voice  spake  not,"  said  the  woman, 
solemnly.     '^  Come  and  see." 

Anne  Beckley  felt  a  slight  shrinking,  but 
she  rose  directly,  and  followed  the  old  wo- 
man, who  led  her  out  at  the  back  of  the  cot- 
tage, plunging  directly  into  the'  thick  forest, 
and  leading  her  by  an  overgrown  track  far- 
ther and  farther  into  its  depths.  Every  now 
and  then  the  girl  had  to  pause  to  free  her 
dress  from  some  briar  or  thorn  which  held 
her  tightly,  and  for  the  most  part  she  had  to 
proceed  at  a  slow  walk,  stooping  the  while 
to  avoid  the  leaf-laden  branches  which  in 
their  wealth  of  summer  foliage  bowed  down 
to  bar  her  way. 

With  intervals  of  stopping,  Anne  Beckley 
followed  her  guide  for  quite  an  hour,  during 
which  time  the  old  woman  had  kept  on, 
evidently  following  certain  marks  on  trees 
which  she  carefully  scanned. 
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*^I  will  go  no  further,  mother,"  cried 
Anne,  throwing  herself  on  a  great  mossy 
block  of  stone  which  overhung  a  tiny,  trick- 
ling stream,  and  wiping  her  dewy  fore- 
head. 

*^Yes,  you  will,  dearie,"  said  the  old 
woman,  with  a  meaning  smile.  ^'  You'd  go 
further  than  this  to  meet  your  love.  You 
are  hot  and  tired  now.  Come  down  here 
and  have  a  drink." 

She  dragged  the  branches  aside  with 
tender  hand,  and  lightly  bent  back  the  tall 
bracken,  so  as  to  make  a  way  for  the  girl, 
who  rose  wearily,  and,  following  the  old 
woman,  found  herself  in  a  shady  hollow 
between  the  rocks  which  rose  far  above  her 
head,  while  at  her  feet  lay  a  clear  pool  of 
cool  delicious  water,  over  which  she  bent, 
and  was  in  the  very  act  of  dipping  in  her 
hand  to  fill  her  soft  white  palm,  and  drink, 
when  she  fancied  she  saw  in  the  mirror - 
like    surface   the    old   woman's   fingers  ex- 
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tended  to  thrust  her  in,  and  in  a  flash  she 
seemed  to  see  her  object,  namely,  to  murder 
her  for  her  money  and  trinkets. 

She  started  up,  but  only  to  see  Mother 
Goodhugh  smiling  at  her,  and,  ashamed  of 
her  fears,  "^she  drank,  and  turned  to  pro- 
ceed. At  the  same  time  she  felt,  though, 
how  completely  she  was  at  her  companion's 
mercy.  No  one  knew  where  she  had  come, 
or  had  seen  her  enter  the  cottage ;  and  now 
in  the  depths  of  the  forest,  did  the  old 
woman  wish  her  evil,  the  thick  bushes  and 
brambles  would  conceal  her  body,  and  the 
rapid  growth  soon  hide  all  signs  of  foot- 
steps that  might  be  tracked. 

'*  Now,  lovey,"  said  the  old  woman,    '^  I   ^ 
am  going  to  trust  you  to  have  sense  to  do 
as  you   are  bid.     You  must  shut  your  eyes 
tightly,  and  neither  look  nor  speak  till  you 
hear  his  voice." 

''  Shall  I  hear  it  ?"  faltered  Anne. 

**Yes,  for  sure,"   cried  the  old  woman. 
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imperiously.  ^'  Now  close  your  eyes  and 
obey  me  in  all  I  say.  If  you  do  not,  I 
will  not  answer  for  what  may  happen." 

''  I — I'll  go  back  now.  I  am  weary,"  fal- 
tered Anne. 

**  Too  late,"  cried  the  old  woman,  clutch- 
ing her  hand  tightly.  '^  Shut  your  eyes. 
There,  now  not  a  word." 

Anne  obeyed  to  the  letter,  and  for  fully 
half-an-hour  felt  herself  half  dragged  up 
and  down  rugged  ground,  past  masses  of 
stone,  and  through  bushes;  and  more  than 
once  her  fears  nearly  made  her  open  her 
eyes. 

At  last,  when  she  could  bear  the  suspense 
no  longer,  there  was  a  pause,  and  Mother 
Goodhugh  placed  her  hands  upon  her 
shoulders,  pressed  her  down  upon  a  block 
of  stone,  and  whispered  in  her  ear: — 

^^Keep  your  eyes  close;  do  not  speak 
or  move,  and  you  will  hear  his  steps  ere 
long,  and  he  will  speak  to  thee." 
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^^In  the  flesh?"  whispered  the  girl, 
hoarsely. 

^'  How  can  I  tell  in  or  out  of  the  flesh, 
but  he  will  come." 

^^But  who,  Mother  Goodhugh,  who?" 
whispered  the  girl. 

'*  I  know  not.  It  may  be  Captain  Gil :  it 
may  be  the  gallant  at  the  Pool :  all  I  know 
and  can  tell  is  that  the  man  who  touches 
you " 

^^  Touches?" 

"Yes,  touches  you,  is  or  will  be  your 
lover.     Hush  !     Not  a  word." 

Anne  half  made  a  spring  to  rise,  but 
something  seemed  to  hold  her  back  in  her 
seat,  and  with  palpitating  heart  she  sat 
trembling  as  she  heard  a  faint  rustling  noise 
indicating  that  Mother  Goodhugh  was  going 
back  into  the  forest ;  and,  unable  at  last  to 
combat  the  feeling  of  lonesomeness  and 
dread,  but  at  the  same  time  unwilling  to 
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break  what  she  felt  was  a  spell  by  opening 
her  eyes,  she  whispered  hastily — 
**  Mother — mother,  are  you  there  ?  " 
She  sank  back  the  next  moment  bedewed 
with  cold  clammy  perspiration,  for  there 
seemed  to  arise  a  strange  low  whispering  of 
many  voices,  which  passed,  came  back,  and 
died  away  in  the  distance,  leaving  her  in  the 
midst  of  a  silence  that  was  profound. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

HOW  THE  SPELL  BEGAN  TO  WOKK. 

It  was  terrible  work  to  sit  there  in  that  pro- 
found silence,  listening  and  wondering  where 
she  was ;  and  at  last  it  was  with  a  feeling 
of  relief  that  Anne  awoke  to  the  fact  that 
she  must  be  out  in  the  daylight ;  for  sud- 
denly the  mournful  caw  of  a  rook  passing 
far  overhead  fell  upon  her  ear. 

Then  the  place  did  not  seem  so  solitary, 
for  a  wandering  wind  swept  softly  by  her, 
stirring  the  leaves  which  rustled  together,  as 
it  cooled  her  cheek,  and  soon  after  there 
was  the  pleasant  chirp  of  a  woodland  bird, 
followed  by  the  familiar  little  prattle  of  the 
yellow-hammer. 
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She  began  now  to  realise  that  she  must 
be  in  some  deep  ravine,  one  of  the  many 
that  gashed  the  primeval  forest,  and  felt 
half  ready  to  laugh  at  her  fears,  as  she 
uttered  a  short  cough,  which  came  back 
repeated  strangely  from  the  opposite  wall  of 
the  rock. 

"  Frightened  by  an  echo,"  she  muttered, 
^^and — oh,  what  a  weak-pated  fool  am  I, 
and  how  I  do  let  that  wicked  old  beldame 
play  upon  me.  It  is  absurd.  She  has  no 
such  power  as  she  pretends ;  and  here  have  I 
let  her  bring  me  here  to  sit  like  a  shallow- 
brained,  love-sick  girl,  with  my  eyes  shut, 
waiting  to  see  my  lover.  Eyes  shut !  How 
can  I  see  my  love.  I'll  open  them.  Nay ; 
there  may  be  truth  in  the  spell  after  all,  and, 
if  there  is,  why  should  I  spoil  it  when  I 
have  gone  so  far.  I  wonder  whether  he  will 
come.     How  my  poor  heart  beats  !  " 

'^  Coo — coo — 00 — 00.  Coo  —  coo — coo— 
l2 
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COO — COO — 00,"  came  from  somewhere  far 
below. 

^^  That's  a  lover's  cry,"  she  said,  half 
laughing,  to  herself  ;  ''  but  he  will  not  come 
to  me  in  the  form  of  a  dove,  unless  my 
heart's  set  on  Jupiter  himself.  How  absurd 
I  am." 

Quite  a  quarter  of  an  hour  passed  away, 
and  still  with  a  wonderful  power  over  her 
desires  she  sat  upon  the  piece  of  sandrock 
waiting  for  the  fulfilment  of  Mother  Good- 
hugh's  promises. 

'*  I'll  wait  no  longer,"  she  cried  at  last, 
petulantly.  ^'  I  cannot  keep  my  eyes  closed 
like  this.  Where  am  I  ?  How  am  I  to  find 
my  way  back  home  ?  Oh,  what  a  sorry 
idiot  am  I !  I'll  open  my  eyes  at  once,  and 
put  an  end  to  this  mystery.  Hark,  what's 
that?" 

A  low  doleful  wail  was  heard  overhead, 
and  as  she  listened  it  was  repeated. 
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^^  It  was  a  seamew,"  she  whispered,  ^^  and 
that  wicked  hag  must  have  brought  me 
nearer  the  shore.     What's  that  ?  " 

She  bent  down  a  little,  listening,  for  she 
fancied  that  she  heard  a  voice,  but  the  sound 
was  not  repeated.  Then  there  was  a  gentle 
rustle  of  a  leaf,  as  if  some  rabbit  had  passed 
by,  but  still  she  kept  her  eyes  closed,  with  a 
lingering  faith  that  the  old  woman's  words 
might  prove  true,  and  all  the  while  her  heart 
went  throb  throb  against  the  flask  contain- 
ing the  love  philtre  in  her  bosom. 

All  silent  as  the  grave  once  more,  and  she 
trembled  as  she  heard  her  own  voice. 

^^I'll  count  a  hundred,"  she  whispered  to 
herself,  '^  and  then " 

She  did  not  finish  her  sentence,  but  began 
slowly  under  her  breath  to  count  one,  two, 
three,  four,  five,  six,  and  so  on  right  away, 
heedless  of  a  faint  rustle  repeated  again  and 
again,  close  at  hand,  and  she  went  on  getting 
slower  and  slower  in  a  disappointed  manner. 
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as  she  reluctantly  felt  that  she  must  keep 
her  word,  and  open  her  eyes ;  and  at  last  it 
was, 

''  Ninety-seven,  ninety-eight,  ninety-nine, 
one  hundred,  and — Help,  help,  help  !     Oh !  " 

Mistress  Anne's  voice  was  smothered,  and 
she  felt  herself  tightly  held  by  strong  hands. 
For  as  she  came  to  the  end  of  her  counting 
task,  and  sharply  opened  her  eyes,  it  was  to 
gaze  at  a  broad  handkerchief  held  by  two 
brown  hands,  drawn  tightly  across  the  next 
moment  and  secured  behind  her  head,  while 
a  second  stifled  her  cries  as  it  was  tied  over 
her  mouth. 

'^  There,  my  little  birdie,"  said  a  rough 
voice,  ^^  that  will  stop  your  singing  for  the 
present.  If  you  can't  breathe,  give  a  kick, 
and  well  ease  it  off.  There,  there,  don't 
struggle  like  that,  or  you'll  rumple  your 
plumage." 

^^  Got  her,  lads  ?  "  said  another  voice. 

'^  Got  her,  ah !     I  see  her  sitting  on  the 
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stone  there,  fast  asleep,  crope  up  the  bank, 
and  off  with  my  handkerchief,  and  clapped 
it  over  her  eyes,  while  Morgan  covered  her 
mouth.*' 

'^  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  her  ?  " 

''  Help  her  to  old  Wat,  I  think,"  said  the 
first  voice.     '^  He  always  wants  a  wife." 

"  Nay,  lads ;  I  shall  keep  her  myself. 
Steady,  lass  !  it's  no  use  to  struggle." 

Anne  Beckley's  heart  sank  within  her 
breast  as  she  wondered  into  whose  hands 
she  had  fallen,  and  she  trembled  so  that  she 
could  scarcely  stand.  The  conversation  that 
ensued  the  next  moment,  though,  served  as 
a  stimulus,  and  she  waited  with  bated  breath, 
and  without  struggling,  as  the  principal 
speaker  considered  the  question,  holding  her 
tightly  the  while  by  the  arm. 

'^ Where  be  going  to  take  her?"  said  a 
fresh  voice. 

'^  Oh,  up  yonder,"  was  the  reply. 
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'^  Nay,  nay  ;  that  won't  do.  The  skipper 
won't  stand  these  games,  my  lad." 

''  The  skipper  !  " 

Those  two  words  sent  a  thrill  of  hope 
through  the  heart  of  the  girl  as  she  asked 
herself  could  it  be  Captain  Gil. 

^'  Yes,  yes ;  it  must  be,"  she  thought 
directly  after ;  and  these  were  some  of  the 
rough,  adventurous  men  of  whom  she  heard 
whispers  at  the  Moat  — the  crew  of  bold, 
daring  fellows,  who  sailed  round  the  world 
and  braved  all  dangers,  even  laughing  at 
the  laws ;  for  one  of  Captain  Gil's  men  had 
been  taken  before  her  father  for  some 
offence,  and  when  the  worthy  baronet  was 
about  to  condemn  him  to  fine  and  imprison- 
ment, amercing  him  in  coin  as  well  as  time, 
he  had  leaned  forward  and  whispered  that 
in  the  justice's  ears  which  had  made  him 
reconsider  the  case  and  dismiss  the  prisoner 
in  the  end. 
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It  was  into  the  hands  of  these  men  she  had 
fallen  she  felt  sure,  and  should  Captain  Gil 
find  out  what  was  done  she  knew  she  had 
nothing  to  fear,  unless,  finding  her  in  his 
power,  he  should  carry  her  off"  to  his  ship 
somewhere  in  the  little  river  and  bear  her 
away  to  be  a  rover's  bride. 

The  silly  little  heart  of  Anne  Beckley, 
full  as  it  was  of  trouble,  was  ready  to  make 
room  for  this  romantic  notion,  and  she  gave 
up  all  thought  of  resistance  as  her  captors 
led  her  away,  merely  pointing  to  the  band- 
age across  her  mouth,  which  half  stifled  her. 

^^  Ah,  you  shall  have  that  off,  my  dear,  if 
you  will  not  squeal,"  said  the  same  voice ; 
and  the  girl  breathed  more  freely  as  the 
wrapper  was  taken  away. 

'^  Now,  be  careful  how  you  come  or  you'll 

break    your   pretty   neck,    and    then    

Curse  it,  here  be  the  skipper." 

^^  What's  this?"  cried  a  well-known  voice. 
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^^Whom   have  you  here?      Mistress  Anne 
Beckley  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  Captain  Gil,  save  me — save  me," 
cried  the  girl,  stretching  out  her  hands  in 
the  direction  of  the  voice,  and  nestling  close 
to  him  as  his  strong  arm  was  thrown  round 
her. 

'^  You  dogs,  how  dare  you  ?"  roared  Gil, 
while,  with  a  sense  of  indescribable  joy. 
Mistress  Anne  held  her  head  against  his 
broad  breast,  heard  the  resonant  utterances 
which  seemed  to  echo  in  his  chest,  and 
listened  to  the  firm,  strong  beating  of  his 
heart.  She  never  for  a  moment  thought  of 
tearing  away  the  bandage ;  but,  when  she 
did  raise  her  fingers,  Gil's  stout  hand  pri- 
soned both  of  hers  and  held  them  tightly, 
where  they  stayed  without  resistance,  no- 
thing loth. 

''  We  couldn't  help  it,  captain,"  said  a 
voice.      ^^  I  be   coming    along  here,  and  I 
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see  my  young  mistress  there  seated  on  yon 
stone,  with  her  head  bent  down,  asleep." 

''  Mother  Goodhugh  has  spoken  truth, 
then/'  whispered  Anne  to  herself ;  ^^  I  have 
not  seen,  but  I  have  felt,  and  feel  the  touch 
of  my  future  lord." 

^^  Is  this  truth  ?"  cried  Gil,  gazing  round 
at  his  men,  who  one  and  all  shrank  from  his 
angry  eye. 

''  True,  captain  ?  It  be  true  enough,'' 
was  chorused.  ^^  Jack  Bray  then  went  softly 
behind  her  and  clapped  a  kerchief  over  her 
eyes  and  mouth,  and  we  were  taking  her 
yonder  when  you  come." 

^^  But  how  came  she  here  ?  "  exclaimed 
Gil,  looking  round  at  his  men,  who  stared 
at  one  another,  but  made  no  reply  till  their 
leader  angrily  repeated  his  question. 

*'  Don't  know,  captain,"  said  the  man 
Anne  had  first  heard  speak  ;  '^  she  was 
sitting  on  yonder  stone." 

^*Was  no  one  near?     But  that  will  do. 
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Tell  me  one  thing,"  he  said  aside  to  one  of 
his  men,   ^'  where  were  you  coming  from  ?  " 

^'  We'd  been  down  to  the  river,  captain, 
and  were  on  the  look-out  for  Mas'  Wat, 
when " 

''  That  will  do,"  said  Gil  sternly.  ''  Now 
stand  aside." 

As  he  spoke  he  placed  his  left  arm  round 
Anne,  and  took  her  hand  with  his  right. 

^^  Let  me  lead  you  back  to  the  path  from 
which  you  have  strayed.  Mistress  Beckley," 
he  said.  ^' You  are  quite  safe  now.  Nay — 
nay,  let  that  bandage  rest  for  awhile.  The 
sight  of  these  rough  seamen  here  might 
startle  you  afresh,"  he  added,  as  the  late 
prisoner  raised  her  hand  that  was  at  liberty 
to  her  face. 

She  lowered  it  directly  with  a  satisfied 
sigh,  and,  leaning  heavily  upon  her  pro- 
tector's arm,  she  suffered  him  to  lead  her 
down  what  seemed  to  be  a  rugged  slope, 
and  then  amidst  trees  and  bushes,  and  up 
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one  ascent,  down  another,  and  all  the  while 
with  the  bandage  upon  her  eyes,  while  Gil 
looked  down  at  her,  half-puzzled,  half- 
amused,  and  at  times  annoyed  at  the  timid, 
trusting  way  in  which  she  seemed  to  have 
thrown  herself  upon  him. 

He  was  debating  within  himself  as  to 
whether  he  should  ask  her  how  she  came  to 
be  where  she  was  found,  little  thinking  that 
she  had  been  taken  there  almost  as 
thoroughly  blindfolded  as  she  had  been 
when  brought  away.  But  Gilbert  Carr's 
heart  told  him  plainly  enough  without  vanity 
that  he  had  been  the  attraction  that  had 
drawn  her  thither,  and  he  bit  his  lip  with 
vexation  as  he  heard  his  companion  sigh, 
and  felt  her  hang   more  heavily   upon  his 

arm. 

Finally  he  decided  that  he  would  say 
nothing  upon  the  subject,  but  trust  that  she 
had  made  no  discoveries,  though  he  could 
not  help  arguing  that  if  she  had,  and   he 
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gave  her  offence,  he  might  find  her  an  angry- 
woman  who  would  do  him  a  serious  ill. 

At  last  by  many  a  devious  track  he  had 
taken  her  to  where  the  lane  leading  from  the 
Pool  house  led  through  the  scattered  cot- 
tages of  the  workers  at  the  furnaces  and 
foundries  towards  the  Moat,  and  here  Gil 
paused. 

"That  thick  bandage  must  be  hot  and 
comfortless,  Mistress  Beckley,"  he  said ;  '*  let 
me  remove  it  now." 

"  Oh !  no,"  she  cried  quickly,  "  pray  don't 
take  it  away.  I  feel  quite  safe  with  you. 
Captain  Carr;"  and  she  sighed  again,  and 
laid  her  other  hand  upon  his. 

"  But  you  are  safe  now,"  he  said,  smiling, 
*'  and  close  to  the  lane.  There  is  nothing 
more  to  fear.  My  unmannerly  lads  shall  be 
punished  for  all  this." 

"  No,  no,"  she  said  softly,  "  don't  punish 
them — for  my  sake.  Say  you  will  forgive 
them.     I  beg — I  entreat." 
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"If  it  is  your  wish,  the  punishment  shall 
not  take  place,"  he  said.  "  There,  let  me 
remove  the  kerchief." 

Anne  would  gladly  have  resisted,  for  it 
was  very  sweet  to  be  so  dependent  on  Gil 
Carr.  He  had  been  so  gentle  and  kindly 
towards  her  that  her  heart  was  filled  to 
bursting  with  hope  that  she  would  win  him 
after  all,  though  her  siege  had  now  lasted 
for  months  without  avail,  and  she  had  been 
ready  to  raise  it  in  favour  of  the  new  comer. 
Sir  Mark. 

She  felt,  though,  that  she  might  not  be 
serving  her  cause  by  making  any  objections, 
and,  resigning  herself  to  her  protector's  will, 
she  suffered  him  to  remove  the  kerchief,  but 
uttered  a  quick  cry  of  pain,  as  she  opened 
and  then  closed  her  eyes. 

'^  My  poor  girl,"  he  cried,  holding  her 
tightly,  as  she  clung  to  him,  ''  are  you  in- 
jured ?     Tell  me  ;  what  is  it  ?  " 

'^  It  is  nothing,"  said  Anne,  faintly;   '^  a 


160  SWEET  MACE. 

sudden  pang — the  intense  light — I  shall  be 
well  anon." 

It  did  not  occur  to  Gil  that  the  position 
he  occupied  was  a  strange  one,  if  seen  by  a 
looker-on,  for  he  was  too  much  concerned 
by  the  apparent  suffering  of  his  charge,  and, 
as  her  fright  had  been  caused  by  his 
followers,  he  felt  in  duty  bound  to  try  and 
make  up  for  their  insolence  by  his  consi- 
deration for  her  weakness.  He  stood,  then, 
supporting  her  as  she  held  her  hands  pressed 
to  her  aching  eyes,  and  smiled  encourage- 
ment as  she  at  last  looked  timidly  up  at  him 
with  a  very  pitiful  expression  of  counte- 
nance, and  ended  by  catching  his  hand  in 
hers  in  the  excess  of  her  gratitude  for  her 
deliverance,  and  kissing  it  passionately,  as 
she  burst  into  a  storm  of  sobs  and  tears. 

^^Why,  come,  come.  Mistress  Timidity,"  he 
said,  playfully,  ''  where  is  your  brave  little 
heart  ?  One  would  think  I  had  been  some 
brave  hero  of  old,  who  had  rescued  you  from 
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an  angry  dragon,  instead  of  a  poor  sea- 
captain,  who  did  nothing  but  order  some 
insolent  mariners  to " 

Gil  stopped  short,  his  eyes  fixed,  and  a 
sense  of  the  awkwardness  of  his  position 
coming  fully  upon  him,  as  at  the  distance  of 
some  twenty  or  thirty  yards  there  passed 
Mace  Cobbe,  leading  Sir  Mark  by  the  hand. 

He  saw  her  only  for  a  few  moments,  but 
he  knew  that  Mace  had  seen  him  too,  and 
that  Anne  Beckley  had  followed  the  direc- 
tion of  his  eyes,  for  he  had  felt  her  start, 
and  a  red  glow  had  come  upon  her  cheeks. 

In  his  angry  excitement  he  felt  ready  to 
dash  her  from  him,  but  his  better  feelings 
prevailed,  and  he  stood  with  knitted  brow 
thinking,  while  Anne  felt  careless  of  having 
been  seen  by  Sir  Mark,  since  Mace  had  seen 
her  too,  and  reclining  in  her  lover's  arms. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

HOW  MOTHER  GOODHUGH  PLAYED  THE  PART  OF 
SHIMEI  OF  OLD. 

^^  Better,  Master  Cobbe;  I  am  growing 
stronger,"  said  Sir  Mark,  as  he  returned  to 
the  Pool-house  with  his  silent  companion, 
for,  after  their  encounter  with  Gil  and 
Mistress  Anne,  Mace  had  not  spoken  a  word. 

"  That's  well,"  said  the  bluff  founder. 
''  Take  a  good  long  walk  every  day,  my  lad, 
and  that  will  soon  give  you  strength." 

''  I  will.  Master  Cobbe,  and  relieve  you  of 
so  untoward  a  visitor  as  quickly  as  I  can." 

'^  See  here,  my  brave  lad,"  said  the 
founder,  hastily  ;  ^^  no  more  of  that.  I  am 
a  hot-tempered,  hasty  man,  ready  to  strike 
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with  staff  or  sword,  but  I  am  no  niggard. 
You  are  my  guest — a  honoured,  welcome 
guest — and  when  you  go  from  the  shelter  of 
my  roof  it  will  be  at  your  own  wish,  not 
mine.  For  look  here.  Sir  Mark,  I  am  a 
rough  man,  but  pretty  well  to  do." 

*'  But  I  impose  upon  you,  Master  Cobbe." 
'^  My  dear  lad,  go  on  then,  impose  away. 
Tut,  tut,  what  folly !  Did  you  eat  and  drink 
at  my  table  for  ten  years,  I  should  never 
know  or  feel  the  cost.  Come  along  with  me, 
and  see  in  my  shed  here  we  are  going  to 
cast  a  big  culverin.  The  furnace  is  ready 
for  tapping.  You,  being  a  man  of  war,  will 
like  to  see." 

Sir  Mark  gave  his  assent,  and,  being  to  all 
appearances  still  very  weak,  he  leaned 
heavily  upon  his  stick,  and  they  together 
crossed  the  interval  between  them  and  the 
large  stone  shed,  from  out  of  whose  unglazed 
windows  a  vivid  glow  of  light  made  itself 
plain,  even  in  the  afternoon  sun. 
m2 
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'^Ah,  Mother  Goodhugh,  you  here?" 
said  the  founder,  quietly,  as  the  owner  of 
the  name  came  along  using  a  crutch-stick  in 
good  old  witch-like  fashion  ;  and,  thumping 
it  down  upon  the  ground,  she  stood  leaning 
upon  it  with  both  hands,  or  raising  it  and 
pointing  with  it  viciously  as  she  began  ges- 
ticulating and  talking  vehemently. 

^^  Yes,"  she  cried,  *'  I  be  here;  and  I  keep 
coming,  and  watching,  and  waiting  for  the 
day  when  the  curse  shall  work.  It  is  planted 
and  growing,  for  I  water  it  with  my  widow's 
tears,  and,  in  due  time,  it  will  blossom  and 
shower  down  seed  upon  you  and  your  ac- 
cursed house.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  You  think  to 
escape  it,"  she  cried,  with  her  voice  in- 
creasing in  shrillness,  to  attract  the  attention 
of  the  workpeople  ;  ^^  but  mark  my  words — 
mark  it  all  of  you  at  the  windows  there — 
the  great  curse  will  overshadow  him  and  his, 
and  he  will  feel  it  sore,  though  he  hopes  to 
escape  it  all." 
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"  Nay,  good  mother/'  said  the  founder 
mildly,  and  speaking  in  a  sad,  pitying  voice, 
to  the  surprise  of  Sir  Mark,  who  expected  to 
see  him  burst  into  a  passion.  ^'  Nay,  nay, 
I  think  to  'scape  no  share  of  my  troubles, 
such  as  the  good  Lord  shall  put  upon  me  and 
mine." 

'^  The  good  Lord !  "  cried  Mother  Good- 
hugh,  shrilly;  ^^  the  good  devil  you  mean, 
who  watches  over  thee  and  thy  Satanic  plots 
and  plans." 

'^  Well,  there,  there,  mother,"  said  the 
founder,  '^  go  your  way.  I  have  company 
here  to-day.  You  can  come  another  time 
when  I  am  alone,  and  curse  me  till  you  are 
hoarse,"  he  added,  with  a  twinkle  of  the 
eye. 

^^  Nay,  but  I'll  curse  thee  now,"  said  the 
old  woman  excitedly,  as  her  eyes  glistened, 
her  wrinkled  cheeks  flushed,  and  her  grey 
hair  seemed  to  stand  right  away  from  her 
temples.     ^'  Let  him  hear  me  curse  thee  for 
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an  ungodly  man  with  all  his  trade,  a  maker 
of  devilish  engines,  and  hellish  thunder  and 
lightning  in  barrels,  in  which  he  shall  some 
day  pass  away  in  a  storm  of  fire  and  smoke 
and  brimstone  fumes." 

^^  Is  she  mad?*'  whispered  Sir  Mark, 
plucking  the  founder  by  the  sleeve. 

^^No,"  said  the  founder  sadly.  ^' Poor 
soul;  but  she  has  had  troubles  enough  to 
make  her." 

'*  How  dare  you  pity  me,  wretch,  demon, 
hellhound?"  cried  the  old  woman.  "Mur- 
derer that  you  are,  you  shall  yet  suffer  for 
your  crimes  " 

'^  Let  us  walk  on,"  whispered  Sir  Mark, 
as  a  group  of  smoke-begrimed  workmen 
came  out  and  gathered  at  the  windows  to 
listen. 

'*  Nay,  I'll  let  her  say  her  say,"  replied 
the  founder,  grimly.  '^  If  I  go,  she  will 
follow  me,  and  cast  cinders  at  me,  like  a 
she  Shimei,  and  I've  got  a  big  founding  to 
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make,  my  lad,  which  might  come  out  badly 
if  she  stood  in  the  window  cursing  me  all 
in  heaps." 

^^What!'*  cried  Mother  Goodhugh,  turn- 
ing on  Sir  Mark.    ''  You,  do  you  think  me 
mad?      Nay,    though    I  might   have   been, 
through  his  sins.     Hear,    young  man,   and 
judge   between   us.      I    was    a   prosperous, 
happy  woman,   with  a  loving  husband   and 
a  dear  son,  who  led  a  peaceful  life  till  yon 
demon  deluded  both  into  coming  and  help- 
ing  him     in   his   devilish   trade.      I   knew 
how  it  would  be   and    prophesied    to  them 
that  ill  would  come ;  but  he  fought  against 
me,  and  gained  them  over.     First  my  poor 
boy  was  brought  home  to  me  stiff  and  cold 
— stiff  and  cold,  alas !  — drowned  in  the  Pool, 
and  swept  beneath  yon  devil's  engine  of  a 
wheel.     A  year  later,  and,  with  a  rush  and 
a  whirlwind  of  fire,  the  great  powder-barn 
was   swept    into  the    air    with    a    roar    of 
thunder.      I   heard  it,   and    came   running, 
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for  I  knew  ill  had  come,  and  I  was  in  time 
to  fall  on  my  knees  by  the  blackened  corpse 
of  my  dead  husband — scarred,  torn,  shock- 
ing to  behold ;  and  in  my  widowed  agony 
I  raised  my  hands  to  Heaven  to  call  down 
vengeance,  and  cursed  his  destroyer  as  I 
curse  him  now." 

"  Shame  on  you,  Mother  Goodhugh, 
shame !"  cried  a  voice ;  and  pale,  and  with 
eyes  red  with  recent  weeping,  Mace  Cobbe 
ran  forward  to  throw  one  arm  across  her 
father's  breast,  and  stand  between  him  and 
the  old  woman,  as  if  to  shield  him  from 
her  anger,  as,  advancing  with  upraised 
stick  and  her  eyes  flashing  with  excite- 
ment, she  seemed  no  inapt  representative 
of  a  modern  sibyl. 

*^  Ah,    you  here,  young  Jezebel  ?  "  cried 

the   woman,    beside    herself    now,    as    she 

worked  herself  into  a  fierce  rage.     "Listen, 

good   people ;  listen   once    more,  as    I    tell 

•you  that  the  day  will  come  when  Jeremiah 
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Cobbe  shall  curse  the  hour  when  he  was 
born,  when  he  shall  gaze  down  upon  the 
blackened  corpse  of  this  his  miserable 
spawn,  even  as  I  gazed  upon  the  burned 
and  fire-scarred  body  of  my  dear;  and  I 
tell  you  that  the  day  shall  come  when  in 
his  misery  and  God- forgotten  despair  he 
shall  hurl  himself  into  yonder  Pool,  and  be 
swept  down  beneath  his  devilish  wheel  to  be 
taken  out  dead — dead,  do  you  hear? — as 
they  drew  out  my  boy." 

*^  Oh,  shame.  Mother  Goodhugh,  shame!" 
cried  Mace  again.  ^'  Come  away,  father, 
come  away." 

*^  Nay,  child,"  he  said,  calmly.  ^^I'll  face 
the  storm  like  a  man.  It  will  be  the  sooner 
over." 

*^  Never!"  cried  the  old  woman,  with  the 
foam  gathering  on  her  dry  lips,  as  she  rolled 
her  red  and  bloodshot  eyes.  '^I'll  pursue 
you  to  your  death.    Curse  you !  curse  you !" 
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*'  Oh,  shame,  old  woman,"  said  Sir  Mark, 
angrily.  "  Think  of  your  own  end,  and  how 
curses  come  home  to  roost.'* 

"  Ah,  yes,"  cried  the  old  woman,  turning 
upon  him.  "  I  had  forgotten  you,  poor 
showy  dunghill  Tom,  in  your  feathers  and 
spurs.  You  are  to  be  caught,  I  suppose,  for 
a  husband  for  Miss  Jezebel  there.  But  keep 
away ;  go  while  your  life  is  safe.  There  be 
death  and  destruction  and  misery  there. 
Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come,  for  in  wedding 
that  dressed-up-doll  you  tie  yourself  to  the 
cursed,  and  may  die  as  well.  Hear  me, 
good  people,  and  judge  between  us;  mark 
me  that  it  will  all  come  true." 

"  Shame  on  you.  Mother  Goodhugh,"  cried 
Mace,  with  her  pale  cheeks  flushing ;  "  and 
judge  between  them,  all  of  you,"  she  said, 
addressing  the  little  crowd  of  workmen  and 
their  wives  who  had  gradually  gathered 
round.     *«  You  all  know  how  it  was  an  acci- 
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dent  when  poor  Luke  Groodhugh  fell  into 
the  Pool,  when  fishing  against  my  dear 
father's  orders,  and  was  drowned." 

"  Yes,  yes,  that  be  a  true  word,  mistress," 
rose  in  chorus. 

''And  how  my  dear  father  grieved  when 
that  sad  explosion  came  which  killed  poor 
Goodhugh,  our  best  workman,  through  the 
folly  of  one  who  would  smoke." 

"  That  be  true  enough.  Yes,  it  be  true. 
Mother  Goodhugh." 

''You  know  all  that,"  cried  Mace,  with 
her  handsome  young  face  lighting  up  more 
and  more,  ignorant  the  while  of  Sir  Mark's 
admiring  gaze.  "You  know  all  that,"  she 
repeated,  "but  you  don't  know  that  ever 
since  that  luckless  day " 

"  There,  there,  child,  enough  said,"  cried 
the  founder,  as  Mother  Goodhugh  stood 
muttering  and  mouthing  in  impotent  malice 
at  the  speaker,  who  had  robbed  her  of  her 
audience  for  the  time. 
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"Nay,  father,  dear,  but  they  shall  hear 
now,"  cried  Mace,  speaking  with  energy,  and 
her  face  flushing  up  with  pride.  "Judge 
between  them  all  of  you,  when  I  tell  you 
that  from  that  dreadful  day  my  father's 
hand  has  always  been  open  to  this  woman ; 
his  is  the  hand  that  has  fed  and  clothed  and 
sheltered  her,  when  otherwise  she  must  have 
gone  forth  a  wanderer  and  a  beggar  upon 
the  face  of  the  earth." 

"  Tut,  tut,  child  ! "  cried  the  founder ;  "  be 
silent." 

"  Not  yet,  dear  father,"  cried  Mace.  "And 
for  this,"  she  continued,  "while  he  has  fed 
her  with  bread,  and  had  his  heart  sore  with 
pity  for  her  solitary  fate,  she  has  never 
ceased  to  shower  down  curses  on  his  head." 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  old  woman,  breaking  in 
again,  "  gives  me  bread  to  smother  my 
curses,"  and  she  shook  her  stick  menacingly, 
"  and  I  curse  again.  Give  me  back  my  boy 
— give  me  back  my  dear.     When  he  does 
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that,  I  will  take  back  my  curses  and  ill-wish- 
ings  to  myself,  and  bury  them  beneath  the 
earth.  Till  then  they  will  cling  to  him ; 
and  mark  me,  all,  ill  will  come  to  this  roof. 
It  is  builded  on  the  sandrock,"  she  cried, 
pointing  to  how  the  house  stood  in  a  niche 
of  the  scarped  rock,  which  ran  right 
behind  the  building,  towering  up  with  the 
broom  and  gorse  and  purple  heather,  dotting 
the  open  spaces  where  the  pine  and  hornbeam 
ceased  to  grow,  a  pleasant-timbered  gabled 
house,  where  it  seemed,  with  its  climbing 
roses  and  blushing  flowers,  that  sorrow  could 
never  come — "  it  is  builded  on  the  sandrock, 
but  it  shall  be  rent  asunder,  and  dissolve  in 
flame,  and  smoke,  and  ruin,  and  destruction, 
and  then — then  "  —  she  cried  hoarsely. 

"  Why  then.  Mother  Goodhugh,"  said  the 
founder,  ^^  we'll  build  it  up  afresh,  for  there's 
stone  and  timber  enough  about  for  a  dozen 
such  houses,  and  close  at  hand." 

**Nay,"  cried  the  old  woman,  "nay,"  she 
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croaked,  for  her  voice  had  gone,  and  she 
spoke  now  in  a  hoarse  whisper  ;  "  listen,  all 
of  you :  the  very  stones  of  the  ruins  will  be 
cursed,  and  all  the  trade,  and  no  man  shall 
lay  hands  upon  them  to  build  again,  lest  he 
be  accursed  himself." 

In  spite  of  her  brave  true  heart.  Mace  felt 
a  chill  strike  through  her  as  the  old  woman 
walked  hurriedly  away,  thumping  her  crutch- 
stick  on  the  ground,  and  stopping  to  turn 
and  shake  it  threateningly  at  the  Pool- 
house — even  stopping  by  the  gate  to  spit 
towards  the  door  before  she  went  on  mutter- 
ing and  gesticulating,  with  her  grey  hood 
thrown  back  on  her  shoulders,  her  linen  cap 
in  her  hand,  and  her  hair  streaming  in  the 
soft  summer  breeze,  which  came  to  the  little 
crowd  standing  gazing  after  her  as  she  went. 

''  Poor  old  girl!  "  cried  the  founder,  with 
his  face  lighting  up  once  more.  ^^Come, 
lads,  the  storm's  over ;  back  to  work." 

The  men  looked  at  one  another,  and  walked 
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away  with  shaking  head  and  pursed-up  lip, 
while  the  women  stole  off  in  silence,  to  gather 
together  at  one  of  the  cottages  and  talk  over 
the  wise  woman's  words. 

^^Poor  souls!"  cried  the  fomider,  cheerily  ; 
^^  they  believe  her  to  the  bottom  of  their 
hearts.  Why,  hey,  here's  Master  Peasegood, 
to  bear  me  out.  I  say.  Master  Peasegood, 
that  if  an  old  and  ugly  woman  chooses  to  set 
up  for  a  witch,  and  only  curses  hard  enough, 
she'll  find  plenty  to  believe  in  her." 

**  Ay,  and  as  you  say,  Master  Cobbe,  if  she 
only  curse  hard  enough,  and  only  prophesy, 
like  David  danced,  with  all  his  might,  some 
of  the  stones  are  sure  to  hit  the  mark.  Your 
servant,  sir;  Mace,  my  pretty  flower,  how 
is  it  with  you  ?  Bless  you,  my  child,  bless 
you ! " 

This  in  a  thick  unctuous  voice,  as  the 
speaker,  an  enormously  fat,  heavy  man,  in 
rather  shabby  clerical  habiliments,  rolled  up 
to  the  group,  and,  taking  Mace  in  his  arms, 
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kissed  her  roundly  on  both  her  cheeks,  while, 
to  Sir  Mark's  hot  indignation  and  surprise, 
the  maiden  laid  her  hands  upon  the  parson's 
broad  breast,  and  kissed  him  in  return. 

"  I  was  coming  to  pay  my  respects  to  you 
— Sir  Mark  I.eslie,  I  believe." 

The  knight  bowed  stiiEy,  with  his  counten- 
ance full  of  displeasure. 

'^  Sir  Thomas  Beckley  told  me  of  your  ill- 
ness, and  begged  me  to  call,"  continued 
Master  Peasegood,  whose  heavy  cheeks  wab- 
bled as  he  spoke.  ''  Aha,  that's  one  of  the 
privileges  of  being  an  old,  an  ugly,  and  a 
horribly  fat  man.  I  may  kiss  my  pretty 
little  Mace  here  when  and  where  I  will. 
Master  Cobbe,"  he  continued,  as  he  held  and 
patted  the  maiden's  soft  white  little  hand, 
^4f  you  do  not  place  the  key  in  these  fingers, 
and  bid  our  little  blossom  go  fetch  me  a 
tankard  of  the  coolest,  brownest,  beadiest 
ale  in  that  rock-hewn  cellar  of  thine,  this 
man-mountain  will  lie  down  in  the    shade 
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and  faint.  Zooks,  gentlemen,  but  the  sun  is 
hot." 

He  took  off  his  broad-brimmed  soft  hat, 
and  wiped  his  brow  as  he  looked  at  both  in 
turn,  while  Mace  went  off  for  the  ale. 

^^  Ay,  it  is  hot.  Master  Peasegood;  but  it 
will  be  hotter  in  yonder  directly.  Come  and 
see  the  casting." 

*^Not  I,"  said  the  new  comer:  '^  I'll  go 
and  sit  in  the  shady  room,  and  hold  dis- 
course with  fair  little  Mace,  and  the  ale.  I 
shall  stay  to  the  next  meal,  so  you  need  not 
hurry,"  he  added,  to  Sir  Mark's  disgust. 

"  You're  welcome,"  said  the  founder. 
'^  How  is  the  holy  father  ?  Why  didn't  you 
bring  him  ?  " 

*^  Out  on  the  malignant!  I've  done  with 
him,"  cried  Master  Peasegood,  with  much 
severity.  ^'  He's  all  purgatory  and  abso- 
lution and  curse.  Ah,  talk  about  cursing ! 
So  Mother  Goodhugh  has  been  at  work 
again." 

VOL.  I.  N 
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^^  Ay,  with  all  her  might." 

'^  Hah !  I  like  being  cursed,"  said  the 
parson,  drawing  a  long  breath.  ^^  I've  been 
cursed  more  than  any  man  living,  sir,"  he 
continued,  turning  to  Sir  Mark.  '^  Ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  see  how  I  jflourish  upon  it.  I  like 
being  cursed." 

''  But  you  don't  like  cursing,"  said  the 
founder. 

^' Nay,  not  at  all,"  said  the  parson.  ^^Well, 
I'll  in  to  my  draught  of  ale.  Go  and  get 
you  done,  and  come  and  join  me,"  and, 
saluting  Sir  Mark,  he,  to  that  gentleman's 
great  relief,  rolled  slowly  towards  the  porch, 
while  the  founder  led  his  guest  through  the 
low  arched  doorway  into  the  furnace-house, 
whose  interior  was  now  aglow. 

Mace  awaited  her  stout  visitor  in  the  cool, 
shady  parlour,  with  the  silver  flagon  in  her 
hands,  then  lifted  the  lid,  and  held  it  out  to 
him  with  a  smile. 

He  took  it,  sniffed  the  aromatic  scent,  and 
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raised  it  to  his  lips,  with  his  eyes  on  Mace, 
but  set  the  vessel  down  again,  and  took  the 
maiden's  hands. 

^'  Give  me  another  kiss,  child,  before  I 
defile  my  lips  with  strong  liquor.  Hah,"  he 
added,  after  the  salute,  ^'  that  was  as  fresh  as 
the  touch  of  a  dewy  blossom  at  early  morn. 
God's  blessing  be  on  the  man  who  wins  thy 
love,  my  child,  and  may  he  make  thee  a  very, 
very  happy  wife.  Nay,  nay,  don't  blush, 
child,"  he  continued,  patting  the  hand  he 
still  retained.  *'  I  am  a  confirmed  old 
bachelor,  and  shall  never  wed ;  but  I  hold, 
as  opposed  to  Father  Brisdone — the  devil 
take  him !  —that  there  is  no  purer  and  no 
holier  thing  in  life  than  the  love  of  a  good 
man  for  a  sweet,  pure  woman,  unless  it  be 
the  love  of  the  woman  for  the  man." 

^'  You  do  not  drink  your  ale.  Master 
Peasegood;"  said  Mace,  blushing,  and  look- 
ing pained. 

*'Nay,  my  child,  that  can  rest,  for  now 
n2 
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we  are  on  this  topic  of  love  I  want  to  talk 
to  thee.  Come,  come,  look  not  so  angered 
with  me.  You've  grown  a  beautiful  woman, 
Mace :  but  I  seem  always  to  be  looking  at 
my  pretty,  prattling  babe,  who  brought  me 
flowers  every  Sabbath  day.  Ah  !  my  child, 
time  flies  apace  —  tempus  edax  rerum,  as 
Father  Brisdone  would  say.  But  hearken 
to  me,  child,  I  am  no  father  confessor,  but 
if  my  little  Maybud  did  not  open  her  sweet 
young  heart  to  me  'twould  grieve  me 
sore." 

''  Oh,  Master  Peasegood,"  cried  Mace,  en- 
lacing her  hands,  and  resting  them  on  his 
shoulder,  as  he  seated  himself  on  a  chair, 
which  groaned  beneath  his  weight,  ''  I  have 
not  a  thought  that  I  would  keep  from  thee." 

^*  I  know  thou  hast  not,"  he  said.  '^  So 
tell  me — this  courtly  spark,  has  he  said 
words  of  love  ?  " 

^^  Nay,  Master  Peasegood,  but  he  sighs 
and  gazes  at  me  pensively,  and  lingers  here 
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as  if  he  wished  me  to  believe  he  was  in 
love." 

''And  you?  What  of  this  little  heart? 
What  think  you  of  his  gay  clothes  and 
courtly  ways,  and  smooth  manners  and 
gentle  words  ?  " 

"  I  think  him  a  good-looking,  pleasant- 
spoken  gentleman  enough,"  said  Mace. 

"  Ah !  that  will  do,"  cried  the  parson, 
smiling,  as  he  gazed  into  the  maiden's  clear, 
bright  eyes.  '^  That  will  do,  my  rosebud ; 
not  a  quiver  of  the  eyelids ;  not  a  blush ; 
not  a  trembling  of  the  lips.  Faith,  child, 
you've  set  my  heart  at  ease.  There,  keep 
thine  own  fast  locked  till  the  good,  true  man 
shall  come  and  knock,  and  ask  for  entrance. 
Then,  child,  open  it  wide,  and  shut  it,  and 
lock  him  in,  never  to  set  him  free." 

Mace  nodded  and  smiled. 

'•  That's  only  part  of  my  errand,  child ; 
the  other  is  about  Culverin  Carr,  our  bold 
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captain.  What  of  him  ?  Aha  !  does  that 
prick  ?  " 

He  held  the  girl's  hand  tightly,  for  she 
turned  half  away,  with  a  pained  look  in  her 
face,  and  the  tears  rose  to  her  eyes. 

'^  Well,  and  ill,"  cried  Master  Peasegood, 
shaking  his  head.  *^What  does  it  mean, 
child?     You  care  for  him,  I  think ? " 

''  I  hardly  know,"  sighed  Mace. 

"  Then  you  do,"  said  Master  Peasegood, 
nodding  his  big  head.  ''  There's  no  doubt 
about  such  matters,  child.  But  tell  me  all  — 
you  may  trust  me — does  he  know  you  like 
him  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  cried  Mace,  '  and  my  father 
has  forbidden  him  to  come  to  the  house." 

"  Then  he  has  good  reason  for  it.  Jere- 
miah Cobbe  is  hot,  passionate,  and  excited 
enough  to  carry  him  to  perdition,  but  he  is 
just.  Now,  look  here,  Mace,  do  you  think 
Captain  Gil  is  the  true,  good  man  who 
should  be  locked  up  in  your  little  heart  ?  " 
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^^  Have —have  you  ill  news  of  him  ?  "  fal- 
tered Mace,  who  a  few  hours  before  would 
have  scornfully  rebutted  any  charge  against 
the  choice  of  her  heart. 

*'  I  am  no  tale-bearer,  child,"  said  the 
parson,  sternly.  "  My  mission  is  to  make 
peace,  not  war.  Tell  me,  have  you  doubted 
friend  Gil's  truth?" 

For  answer  Mace  sank  upon  her  knees, 
and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

''  Poor  child,  poor  child  !  "  muttered  the 
parson,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  glossy 
hair.  The  next  instant  she  had  started  with 
him  to  her  feet,  for  there  was  a  sharp  crash 
as  of  some  explosion,  and,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  a  bellowing,  rumbling  roar,  which 
shook  the  building  to  its  foundations,  and 
then  seemed  to  roll  into  the  distance  and 
die  away. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

HOW  TOM  CROFTLY  TOOK  HIS  CHASTISEMENT. 

Sir  Mark  felt  in  anything  but  the  best  of 
tempers  upon  finding  how  thoroughly  at  home 
the  stout  parson  of  Roehurst  was  at  the  Pool- 
house.  He  had  taken  a  dislike  to  him  from 
the  first,  and  the  idea  of  his  sharing  the 
table  with  them  at  the  next  meal  filled  him 
with  disgust. 

However,  with  all  a  courtier's  skill  in 
hiding  his  own  feelings,  he  smiled  in  reply 
to  the  founder's  remarks,  and  tried  to  in- 
terest himself  in  the  process  before  him. 

It  needed  little  effort,  for,  as  a  soldier,  he 
could  readily  appreciate  the  shape  and  make 
of  a  good  piece    of   artillery;  and,  setting 
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aside  all  thought  of  Mace  for  the  time  being, 
he  eagerly  scanned  the  interior  of  the  fur- 
nace-house. 

^'What  do  you  mean  by  all  this,  Master 
Cobbe?"  he  said,  pleasantly.  ^^I  am  sent 
down  here  to  reprimand  you,  and  give  an 
ample  report  on  what  I  see,  and,  after  the 
first  sharp  encounter,  I  find  you  treat  me  as 
the  best  of  friends.  You  give  me  your 
daughter's  society ;  you  talk  to  me  of  your 
works ;  and  now  you  are  about  to  show  me 
the  secrets  of  your  trade." 

'^  And  welcome,"  cried  the  founder,  blufflj^. 
^'See  all,  learn  all,  and  tell  all,  for  I  have 
nought  to  conceal.  My  powder  is  good,  and 
my  guns  are  good ;  but  that  is  from  skill,  of 
which  no  one  can  rob  me,  or  take  away. 
Any  man  can  make  powder  or  cast  cannon, 
but  few  can  do  these  things  well.  There, 
my  lad,  once  for  all,  don't  you  shrink  from 
making  what  report  you  will.     You  will  not 
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offend  me.  But  come,  we  are  about  to 
begin." 

Sir  Mark  glanced  round  at  the  bright 
glow  which  lit  up  the  whole  place,  and  then 
at  the  furnace-mouth,  from  whose  chinks  a 
dazzling  white  light  shone  out,  seeming  to 
cut  the  darkness  with  long,  thin  rays,  which 
struck  the  wall  and  the  smoke-blackened, 
oaken  beams  that  supported  the  roof,  while 
it  illumined  the  floor  sufficiently  to  enable 
the  visitor  to  see  the  dim  figures  of  a  couple 
of  men,  who  were  busy  stooping  over  some- 
thing in  the  middle  of  the  building. 

This  he  felt  was  the  mould,  and  into  it  he 
knew  that  ere  long  the  furnace-door  would 
be  vomiting  the  molten  metal  in  a  dazzling 
state,  so  bright  that  his  eyes  would  hardly 
be  able  to  bear  the  glare.  He  did  not  speak, 
for  the  roar  made  by  the  vast  bellows,  whose 
air  was  burning  away  the  impurities  of  the 
iron,  was  almost  deafening,  and  he  could  see 
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that  a  good  deal  of  the  work  was  carried  on 
by  signs. 

**  A  good  time  for  a  tete-a4ete  with  little 
Mace,"  he  muttered,  as  he  saw  the  fomider 
slip  off  his  doublet  and  roll  the  linen  shirt 
up  over  his  muscular  arms.  Then  the  knight 
took  the  place  pointed  out  to  him  as  one 
likely  to  be  out  of  harm's  way,  and  watched 
with  eager  interest  the  busy  scene  around. 

Now  the  furnace  was  being  urged  to 
greater  heat,  and  the  vivid  flames  and  sparks 
rushed  out  into  the  sunshine  ;  then  the 
founder  was  seen  to  stand  right  in  the  in- 
tense glare,  and  evidently  throw  in  some  in- 
gredient upon  the  molten  metal  which  seemed 
to  seethe  and  bubble,  and  rise  in  the  furnace 
as  if  about  to  overflow,  while  dazzling  flames 
of  violet,  orange,  and  silver-white  danced 
over  the  molten  mass,  and  formed,  with  the 
silvery  scintillations,  a  scene  that  riveted 
the  courtier's  eye. 

As  he  gazed  upon  the  weird-looking  figures. 
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half  glowing  in  the  light,  half  hidden  in  the 
darkness,  or  others  whose  heads  or  bodies 
alone  were  seen  in  the  strong  glow  of  the 
furnaces,  there  was  an  unreality  in  the  scene 
that  sent  a  thrill  through  him. 

^^  I  would  that  big-tongued  Jamie  were 
here,"  he  muttered,  ^^  coming  upon  it  all  by- 
night  and  gazing  in  at  yon  window;  he'd 
think  he  had  come  upon  a  demon's  feast,  and 
that  the  saints  of  Pandemonium  were  cook- 
ing hell-broth  for  all  the  witches  and  wizards 
of  the  land." 

A  shout  from  the  founder  roused  him  from 
his  musings,  and  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his 
hands,  and  watched  the  furnace,  whose  light 
now  grew  more  silvery  every  moment,  and 
whose  fluttering  flames  seemed  to  be  more  full 
of  wondrous  dyes.  The  light  was  sharper  and 
more  defined,  and  in  the  darkness  below,  where 
there  were  tiny  points  of  light,  shewing  that 
there  were  crevices  in  the  firebricks.  Sir  Mark 
could  make  out   the  figure  of   the  founder 
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standing  with  a  great  iron  bar  in  his 
hands. 

Suddenly  a  door  was  opened,  and  the 
founder  was  seen  to  be  plunging  the  long 
bar  into  the  molten  metal,  when  once  more 
vivid  beams  of  light  flashed  out,  mingled 
with  coruscations  of  sparks,  which  darted 
here  and  there  in  fierce  battle  as  if  contend- 
ing together,  exploding  with  a  loud  crack- 
ling noise  as  they  met. 

Then  once  more  the  door  was  shut,  and 
Sir  Mark  closed  his  eyes,  which  ached  with 
the  glare.  The  moment  after  he  opened 
them  to  gaze  upon  the  weird  scene,  as  one 
after  the  other  there  came  a  series  of  loud 
strokes  as  of  iron  upon  iron,  and  then  from 
a  bright  star  in  the  middle  of  the  darkness, 
low  down  near  the  floor,  a  stream  of  pure 
liquid  silver  seemed  to  run,  passing  rapidly 
along  the  floor  and  suddenly  disappearing. 

Quicker  and  quicker  it  seemed  to  gush 
out,  with  dazzling  flames  dancing  over  it  as 
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it  sped  along.  The  whole  building  now  was 
glorious  with  light,  and  seemed  transformed; 
beams,  rugged  stone  walls,  flooring,  all  were 
glistening  as  if  suddenly  coated  with  silver 
and  gold ;  and  as,  with  parted  lips  and  eager 
eyes,  the  founder's  guest  gazed  upon  the 
scene,  and  thought  of  how  glorious  was  a 
cannon's  birth,  there  was  a  sudden  crash  as 
if  heaven  and  earth  had  come  together ;  he 
was  struck  backwards,  hurled  as  it  were 
against  the  wall  behind,  and  then,  finding 
himself  close  to  a  window-opening,  half 
fell,  half  dropped  out  into  the  open  air  to 
stagger  away  amidst  the  debris  of  broken 
tiles  and  wood  that  had  fallen  around. 

He  knew  he  was  not  hurt,  but  he  felt 
confused  and  dazed  as  men  from  various 
parts  ran  up,  women  from  the  distant  cot- 
tages came  shrieking,  and  the  occupants  of 
the  furnace-house,  now  roofless  and  smok- 
ing, staggered  out  panting  and  blackened, 
to  look  eagerly  round  at  one  another. 
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*^ My  father — where  is  my  father?"  cried 
Mace,  running  up  wild-eyed  and  pale. 

There  was  no  reply,  and,  without  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation,  she  ran  over  the  broken 
fragments  of  stone  and  wood  lying  about, 
to  the  arched  door,  and  stepped  in  amidst 
the  blinding  smoke  and  reeking  steam. 

^*Stop!  oh,  stop,"  cried  Sir  Mark.  '^Good 
heavens,  men,  she  will  lose  her  life." 

Roused  by  his  words,  a  couple  of  the  men 
ran  after  the  excited  girl,  but  only  reached 
the  door  as  the  founder  came  out  looking 
blackened  and  half  stunned,  leaning  upon 
his  daughter's  arm. 

**  I  can't  see  any  one  there,"  he  cried,  as 
soon  as  he  was  out,  and  he  began  looking 
round  at  his  men.  ^^  Are  you  all  here,  my 
lads?" 

The  men  gazed  at  one  another  as  if  for 
the  first  time  it  had  occurred  to  them  that 
they  ought  to  count  their  number,   and  at 
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last,  as  Master  Peasegood  repeated  the 
question,  out  of  breath  with  his  exertions 
to  get  there,  some  one  exclaimed : 

'^  We  be  all  here,  Master." 

^^Then  help  me  to  a  flagon  of  ale.  Mace," 
cried  the  founder. 

"  But  father,  dear,  you  are  hurt ;  you  are 
burned.  Quick,  some  one,  help  get  him  to 
the  house." 

'^  Nay,  nay,  child,  I'm  not  much  hurt, 
and,  as  no  one  else  is,  loose  my  arm.  Where's 
that  Tom  Croftly  ?" 

'^  Here  I  be,  master,"  said  a  gruff  voice, 
and  a  grim,  half-naked  man,  with  the  chest 
of  a  giant,  came  trembling  forward,  wiping 
the  reek  and  sweat  from  his  brow. 

^^You  clumsy,  bull-headed  fool,"  roared 
the  founder,  dashing  at  him  and  delivering 
so  sturdy  a  blow  from  his  stalwart  arm  that 
the  man  staggered  back,  tried  to  recover 
himself,  and    then   fell   heavily,    to    sit   up 
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slowly  the  next  moment,  applying  his  hand 
to  his  cut  forehead  and  gazing  meditatively 
at  the  blood. 

^'  You  bean't  going  to  stand  that,  Tom 
Croftly,"  whispered  one  who  was  bending 
over  him.  ''  Get  up  and  pook  him  well,  if 
you  bean't  a  coward." 

The  foundryman  gazed  in  Abel  Churr's 
foxy  eyes,  and  shook  his  head. 

^^Nay,  nay,  the  master's  right  enough, 
though  he  did  hit  hard.  I  ought  to  ha' 
looked  after  the  trade." 

^^  What  are  you  doing  there,  Abel  Churr?" 
cried  the  ironfounder.  '^  Here,  Mace,  lass, 
fetch  me  that  ale." 

'^What  am  I  doing  here,  Mas'  Cobbe?" 
said  the  adder-hunter,  as  Mace  ran  off, 
satisfied  now  that  her  father  was  not  hurt. 
''  I  heard  the  blowing  up,  and  I  knew  some 
one  would  be  burned,  so  I  came.  You'll 
want  a  bit  of  adder's  fat  for  them  burns, 
Mas'  Cobbe." 

VOL.  I.  O 
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"  Out  with  thy  trash !  "  cried  the  founder, 
angrily.  ''  Here,  you  Tom  Croftly,  rise 
up  and  I'll  smite  you  down  again." 

The  great  fellow  began  to  rise  slowly, 
with  the  obedience  of  a  dog,  but  the  parson 
interposed : — 

^^Nay,  nay,  Master  Cobbe ;  thou  hast  done 
enough  beating." 

^^  The  master's  quite  right,"  said  the 
foundryman ;  *'  I  ought  to  have  looked  after 
the  trade." 

^' Right!  Yes,  you  dolt!"  cried  Cobbe, 
angrily.  '^  Have  I  not  told  you  all  a  hundred 
times  that  every  mould  must  be  quite  dry  ? 
and  here  you  let  me  run  the  iron  into  one 
that  must  be  half  full  of  water." 

''  I  see  to  it  all  two  hours  ago,  master," 
said  the  foundryman ;  ^^  and  it  was  bravely 
dry,  but  I  ought  to  have  looked  again,  only 
somehow  Mother  Groodhugh  coming  put  it 
out  of  my  head." 
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'^And  what  did  Mother  Goodhugh  come 
to  you  for  ?  "  said  the  founder,  angrily. 

^*  She  come  to  help  me  to  something  for 
my  little  one  who's  a  bit  weak  this  last 
month,  master." 

"  If  you  want  to  see  Mother  Goodhugh, 
you  go  to  her,"  cried  the  founder.  ^^But 
for  a  chance,  half  of  us  might  be  lying  stiff 
and  cold — nay,  parson,  stiff  and  hot,  roasted 
and  scalded,  and  cooked  by  the  iron  and 
steam.  There,  get  to  work  and  clear  up, 
and  we  must  have  all  put  to  rights  again. 
Tom  Croftly,  you've  put  a  hundred  good 
pounds  out  of  my  pouch  through  not  seeing 
to  that  mould." 

The  great  foundryman  rose  up  now,  nod- 
ding and  shaking  his  head,  while  his  master 
turned  to  his  guest. 

^^I  never  thought  any  more  about  you, 
Sir  Mark,"  he  said.  '^  Not  hurt,  I  hope,"  he 
continued,  taking  the  flagon  from  Mace,  and 
o2 
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drawing  up  the  lid  with  a  clink ;  ^'Here,  take 
a  draught  of  this." 

'^  More  frightened  than  hurt,"  said  Sir 
Mark,  taking  the  flagon,  bowing  to  Mace, 
and  raising  it  to  his  lips. 

'^  It  was  startling,"  said  the  founder, 
grimly.  ''  I  say,  squire,  you  can  put  that 
in  the  report  to  His  Majesty.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  " 
he  continued,  after  a  pull  at  the  ale.  '^  If  he 
had  been  here  he'd  have  thought  all  the 
witches    in    Christendom    had    come    about 

his  ears,   and here's   Mother   Goodhugh 

again." 

There  was  a  buzz  in  the  little  crowd,  as 
the  old  woman  came  near  to  climb  upon  a 
heap  of  furnace-cinder,  and  stand  pointing 
to  the  disroofed  shed,  mouthing  and  grinning 
maliciously. 

''  Cursed,"  she  cried;  ''  cursed,  all  cursed. 
Bide  and  rest,  all  of  you,  and  see  how  all  I 
say  will  be  fulfilled.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  How  the 
wicked  fall!" 
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^*Nay,  they  don't,"  cried  the  founder,  ^^or 
thou'd'st  come  down  off  that  furnace-glass. 
Get  thee  home  for  a  foul  venom -spitting 
toad,"  he  added,  angrily.  ''  Come,  Mace; 
come.  Sir  Mark,  I  can't  contain  myself  to- 
day if  she  begins  to  play  Shimei  and  throw 
her  stones." 

As  he  spoke,  he  took  his  daughter's  hand, 
and  walked  away,  leaving  Mother  Goodhugh 
gesticulating,  talking  to  the  workpeople,  and 
prophesying  evil  against  the  house  of  Cobbe. 

Master  Peasegood  stood  listening  to  her 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  turned  to  the 
knight. 

*'As  well  try  to  stop  a  running  stream, 
sir,"  he  said,  quietly.  ^^  If  I  dam  it  in  one 
place  it  will  break  out  elsewhere.  She  must 
run  until  she's  dry:"  and  he  followed  the 
founder  into  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

HOW  GIL  SIGNALLED  IN  VAIN* 

Gil  Carr  proved  to  be  a  sorry  companion 
to  fair,  weak,  amorous  Mistress  Anne  after 
the  encounter  with  Mace  Cobhe;  but  it 
troubled  the  maiden  very  little,  for  she  was 
in  a  kind  of  ecstasy.  She  had  gone,  half 
doubting,  to  Mother  Goodhugh,  and  the  old 
dame's  teachings  had  proved  a  great  success. 
For  long  enough  her  heart  had  been  set  on 
bringing  the  captain  to  her  feet,  for  there 
was  something  romantic  and  dashing  in  his 
career.  To  her  he  was  a  perfect  hero  of 
romance,  and  she  dwelt  in  her  privacy  upon 
his  exploits,  of  which  she  had  often  heard. 
Then  her  jealous  torments  had  been  unbear- 
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able ;  and  half  in  despair,  half  in  harmony 
with  her  superstitious  nature,  she  had  had 
resort  to  the  wise  woman,  and  ended  by 
abusing  her  for  her  want  of  success. 

The  coming  of  Sir  Mark  had  turned  her 
thoughts  into  a  different  channel,  and  she 
felt  ready  to  oust  Gil  Carr  from  her  heart. 
Then  to  her  dismay  she  found  even  him 
gradually  being  drawn  beneath  Mace's  in- 
fluence ;  but  now  all  had  turned  in  her  favour : 
Gil  had  wooed  her,  held  her  in  his  arms,  and, 
better  still,  been  seen  in  this  position,  while 
Mace  was  with  Sir  Mark. 

''  She  may  have  him  and  welcome,"  cried 
Anne,  with  her  old  passion  for  Gil  reviving 
moment  by  moment,  as  she  felt  now  sure  of 
gaining  the  dearest  object  of  her  heart.  It 
was  to  her,  then,  nothing  that  Gil  seemed 
cold  and  distant  when  he  parted  from  her 
near  her  father's  house,  that  must  needs  be 
she  felt  as  she  warmly  pressed  his  hand ;  and 
then  with  cheeks  flushed  with  hope,  and  joy 
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in  her  heart,  she  hurried  home  full  of  faith 
in  Mother  Goodhugh,  and  ready  again  to 
seek  her  aid. 

Gil  was  in  a  very  different  frame  of  mind  as 
he  strode  away,  and  had  not  gone  far  before 
he  saw  before  him  the  broad  proportions  of 
Parson  Peasegood,  whom  he  remembered 
now  to  have  seen  crossing  one  of  the  fields 
as  he  was  walking  with  Mistress  Anne. 

^'•'  Ah,  Master  Peasegood,"  he  cried,  glad  of 
something  to  divert  his  thoughts  for  the  time 
being.  ^'Well  met.  Here  is  what  I  pro- 
mised you."  As  he  spoke  he  took  from  his 
pocket  a  couple  of  short  clay  pipes,  and  a 
little  linen  bag.  ^'  Use  them  with  care,  and 
don't  become  tobacco's  slave." 

^^  I  thank  you,  captain,"  said  the  stout 
parson.  '^  I  will  become  no  slave,  but  since 
his  Majesty  has  written  so  much  about  the 
Indian  weed  it  has  begotten  an  itching  in 
my  sinful  soul  to  know  what  it  is  like." 

^^  I  see,"  said  Gil,  smiling.     '^  Well,  that 
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is  Indian  weed  from  Virginia.  Shred  it  up 
fine  with  your  knife,  press  it  into  the  pipe, 
and  then  hold  to  it  a  Hght,  and  draw  the 
smoke  through  thy  lips,  swallow  it  if  thou 
canst,  and  then  drive  it  forth  through  thy 
nostrils." 

'^  Hold  there !  "  said  the  parson,  with  his 
eyes  twinkling.  ^^  I've  watched  it  all,  my 
good  lad.  I've  seen  Master  Wat  Kilby 
smoking  away  like  one  of  friend  Cobbe's 
furnace-chimneys,  and  I've  seen  Master 
Cobbe  himself  lie  back  in  his  chair  and  fume 
and  dream,  and  I  would  fain  have  tried 
myself,  for  how  can  I  condemn  the  sin  with 
a  good  conscience  if  I  do  not  know  how  evil 
it  may  be  ?  " 

'^  True,  sir,"  said  Gil,  laughing;  '^  and  we 
all  have  our  weak  points." 

'^  Even  to  playing  fast  and  loose  with 
ladies'  hearts.  Captain  Gil,"  said  the  parson, 
with  a  peculiar  look. 

Gil's   eyes  flashed  as   he   turned   sharply 
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round  and  faced  his  companion,  who  was 
about  to  lay  one  of  his  fat  hands  upon  his 
arm ;  but  the  young  man  felt  so  irritable  and 
unfit  to  listen  to  the  other's  words  that  he 
drew  back,  ran  up  the  bank,  and  plunged  at 
once  into  the  forest,  crashing  through  the 
undergrowth  until  he  struck  a  faint  track, 
and  then  winding  in  and  out  through  the 
dark  arcades  for  a  good  hour  till  he  reached 
a  deep  ravine,  down  whose  bottom  he  made 
his  way,  along  the  border  of  a  little  stream 
which  trickled  over  the  huge  masses  of  sand- 
stone from  pool  to  pool,  each  of  which  held 
its  half-score  of  trout  ready  to  dart  beneath 
the  overhanging  stones  and  under  the  roots 
of  trees,  to  their  little  havens  of  refuge,  till 
the  interrupter  of  their  solitude  had  passed. 

After  an  hour's  walking  he  came  to  a  spot 
where  the  stream  widened  out  a  little,  and 
he  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction  as,  fifty  yards 
in  front,  he  saw  the  tall  gaunt  form  of  Wat 
Kilby   wading  in   the   pools,  and   stooping 
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down  from  time  to  time  beneath  the  over- 
hanging stony  banks  to  thrust  in  his  hand, 
and  more  than  once  retire  it  with  a  glistening 
speckled  trout,  which  he  thrust  into  a  satchel 
hanging  beneath  his  arm. 

The  old  fellow  straightened  his  back  and 
nodded,  as  the  captain  came  up  to  seat  him- 
self upon  a  stone. 

^'  Well,  skipper,"  said  Wat,  counting  the 
trout  through  the  canvas  of  his  wallet. 

''  Well,"  said  the  other.  ^^  I  am  afraid 
some  folk  have  found  out  the  store." 

'^  Not  they,"  growled  the  old  fellow. 
^^How  could  they?" 

'^  I  went  ujD  awhile  ago,  and  saw  half-a- 
dozen  of  the  men  with  a  lady  whom  they 
had  found  sitting  on  a  stone  in  the  narrows." 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  said  Wat. 

^^  You  know?" 

^^  Yes ;  I  saw  Mother  Goodhugh  take  her 
up  there  with  her  eyes  shut,  and  leave  her 
on  the  stone." 
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"  You  saw  her  ?  " 

^^  To  be  sure,"  growled  the  old  fellow ; 
''  and  I  watched  her  till  the  lads  come  and 
took  her,  and  you  ran  up." 

^^  And  you  didn't  interfere  ?  " 

'^  There  was  nothing  to  interfere  about, 
skipper,  and  I  thought  it  best  for  her  to  be 
frightened.     Keep  her  from  going  again." 

'^  Did  she  go  up  higher  ?  " 

^^  Not  a  step." 

^'  Nor  Mother  Goodhugh  ?  " 

"  Not  half  a  step." 

"  Why  did  she  bring  her  there  ?  " 

'^  Hocus  pocus.  To  scare  her,  to  make 
her  mutter  charms  or  something.  It  was  the 
out -of -the -way  est,  ugliest  place  the  old 
woman  knew,  so  she  took  her  there." 

'^  Do  you  think  that's  the  case  ?  " 

^'  To  be  sure.  Mind  you,  I  shouldn't  be 
surprised  if  Mother  Goodhugh  did  get  to 
know  about    it,    either   hunting    herself  or 
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through   that   long,   lanky,   lizardly   fellow, 
Abel  Churr." 

''  If  Abel  Churr  did  find  out,  and  tell 
tales,  I'd  hang  him  to  the  yardarm  of  our 
ship." 

'^  And  bless  the  world  by  so  doing,"  said 
Wat,  grimly.  ''  Twenty-one,"  he  added, 
softly. 

^^  What's  twenty-one  ?  "  said  Gil,  sharply. 
"  One-and- twenty    trout,"    replied    Wat, 
who  had  finished  his  counting. 

'*  Hang  your  trout ! "  cried  Gil,  impatiently. 
''  No  ;  hang  Abel  Churr,"  said  Wat;  ^^for 
he's  a  lazy,  sneaking,  mischief -loving  reptile. 
I'd  like  to  put  the  rope  around  his  neck." 

*'  Now  go,"  said  Gil,   sharply.     ^^  See  the 

lads   and    get   them   together.     We'll   have 

those  stores  up  to-night*" 

''  The  flour  and  all  ?  " 

^^  Everything.     The   sooner   it   is    under 

cover  the  better.     You  can  land  all  by  the 
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beeches  at  once,  and  to-niglit  we'll  get  it 
up." 

"•  What  tune  shall  we  begin  ?  " 

'^  Leave  the  river  at  twelve.  It  will  be 
two  before  we  get  all  to  the  store,  and  we 
can  be  back  soon  after  three." 

Wat  nodded,  and  turned  upon  his  heel ; 
while  Gil  sat  down  beneath  a  shady  tree, 
where  he  dreamily  went  over  his  position 
with  respect  to  Mace,  till  evening  was  giving 
place  to  night,  when  he  made  his  way  back 
towards  the  foundry. 

As  he  rose  and  left  the  stone  where  he  had 
been  sitting  thinking  so  long,  there  was  a 
slight  rustle  close  at  hand,  such  as  might 
have  been  made  by  a  snake  or  a  lizard  ;  but 
it  was  caused  by  no  reptile,  for  a  human 
head  rose  slowly  from  out  a  clump  of  bracken, 
and,  after  waiting  patiently  and  listening 
with  all  the  caution  of  some  wild  animal, 
the  head  was  lowered  again.  A  low 
rustling  noise  followed,  the  grass  and  ferns 
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quivering  as  something  passed  beneath  them, 
and  the  track  by  which  the  owner  of  the 
head  was  slowly  creeping  away  could  be 
traced  along  the  side  of  the  ravine  in  the 
dim  light,  as  if  some  hare  or  fox  were 
cautiously  working  its  way. 

Quite  half-a-mile  was  passed  over  in  this 
wild-animal  fashion  before  the  bushes  were 
parted,  and  Abel  Churr  rose  up  with  a  grim 
satisfied  smile  upon  his  face,  to  walk  slowly 
away,  rubbing  his  hands  together,  and 
evidently  in  high  glee  with  something  upon 
his  mind. 

Meanwhile,  after  waiting  till  the  lights  in 
the  Pool-house  began  to  go  out  one  by  one, 
Gil  betook  himself  to  his  old  tactics  with  the 
signal-sparks,  for  he  argued  that,  after  the 
serious  result  of  Master  Cobbe's  last  hind- 
rance to  his  coming,  the  founder  would  try 
traps  no  more. 

The  night  was  again  close  and  heavy,  and 
he  had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  four  glow- 
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worms,  whose  bright  tails  shed  their  liquid 
golden  light,  as  he  carefully  raised  them, 
bore  them  to  the  bank,  and  placed  them 
diamond-wise,  as  of  old.  Then  going  cau- 
tiously to  the  edge  of  the  river,  he  saw  the 
bridge  was  in  its  place ;  crossed,  listened,  found 
all  perfectly  still,  and  went  on  to  the  open 
space  beneath  the  projecting  gable  where 
Mace's  window  looked  out  from  its  clustering 
roses. 

The  light  was  out  and  the  casement 
closed,  and,  though  he  waited,  she  made  no 
sign. 

To  have  called  to  her  or  whistled  would 
have  been  to  give  notice  of  his  presence  to 
the  founder,  who  might  in  his  choler  open  a 
window  and  fire  upon  him.  He  did,  how- 
ever, venture  to  throw  up  a  few  tiny  pebbles, 
which  rattled  loudly  upon  the  glass,  but  that 
was  all. 

There  was  still  no  reply,  not  that  Mace 
had  not  seen  the  glowworms  nor  heard  the 


SWEET  MACE.  209 

other  signals,  but  she  felt  that  she  could  not 
respond  to  him  that  night.  Her  heart  was 
sore  within  her,  and,  think  of  what  she 
would,  there  ever  before  her  was  the  little 
scene  in  the  lane,  with  Mistress  Anne  lean- 
ing so  lovingly  upon  Gil,  and  in  spite  of  all 
that  had  passed — words,  protestations,  and 
the  like — there  was  always  the  feeling  upon 
her  that  Gil  must  have  spoken  tender  words 
to  Anne  Beckley,  or  she  would  never  have 
behaved  to  him  as  she  did. 

Then  came  other,  older  troubles,  the 
thoughts  of  Mother  Goodhugh  and  her 
curses  on  her  father's  trade — the  trade  that 
gave  her  many  an  aching  heart — for  living 
in  that  sylvan  home  it  seemed  so  terrible 
and  sad  that  all  her  father's  works  should 
be  given  to  that  one  aim,  the  making  of 
weapons  of  war,  and  the  powder  that  should 
be  used  therein.  Great  pieces  of  artillery 
cast  and  finished  with  such  care — the  black 
sliiny   grains    of    powder,    and    for    what  ? 
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Solely  to  crush  out  life,  to  wage  war,  with 
misery,  suffering,  and  pain.  It  seemed  so 
terrible,  and  strange,  and  wrong,  that  those 
she  loved  should  treat  this  trade  so  lightly, 
and  readily  distribute  all  that  could  be 
made. 

Sweet  Mace  sighed,  for  her  spirits  were 
low  indeed,  and  the  thoughts  that  had 
haunted  her  these  many  years,  even  from 
childhood,  came  stronger  than  ever.  Death, 
shadowy  death,  seemed  to  follow  all  her 
father's  works,  so  that  she  asked  herself  was 
she  not  guilty  in  being  there  a  participator 
as  it  were  in  all  her  father's  acts,  and 
whether  she  ought  not  to  protest  against 
his  trade,  and  pray  him  to  change  his 
forges  to  the  furtherance  of  a  more  peaceful 
end? 

Close  upon  a  couple  of  hours  passed  away, 
during  which  time  Mace's  heart  went  out  to 
her  lover,  for  she  could  not  control  it ;  but 
she  herself  sat  silently  sobbing  in  the  corner 
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of  her  room  behind  the  snowy  window  cur- 
tains, whence  she  could  dimly  see  the  figure 
of  Gil  gazing  up,  the  misty  starry  light  of  the 
summer  night  making  it  just  visible,  till 
tired  out  and  heart-sick  she  saw  it  gradually 
melt  away  as  he  went  back  across  the  bridge 
to  keep  the  appointment  arranged  with  Wat 
Kilby. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

HOW  MASTER  PEASEGOOD  ENTERTAINED  HIS 
FRIEND. 

Master  Joseph  Peasegood's  little  parsonage 
was  a  humble  quiet  spot,  and  accorded  well 
with  the  moderate  income  he  received  as 
clerk  of  Roehurst.  There  were  four  rooms, 
and  the  roof  was  thatched  over  the  bed- 
chamber casements,  which  looked  like  two 
bright  eyes  peering  from  beneath  a  pair  of 
overhanging  brows.  There  was  a  pretty 
garden,  in  which  the  parson  often  worked, 
sheltered  from  the  lane  by  a  thick  hedge, 
beneath  which  was  his  favourite  seat,  where 
he  sat  and  read,  with  a  rustic  table  before 
him,  and  a  cherry-tree  overhead  to  shade 
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him  from  the  sun.  It  was  a  noble  cherry- 
tree,  that  bore  the  blackest  and  juiciest  of 
fruit,  though  the  parson  never  ate  it, 
the  birds  taking  all  the  trouble  off  his 
hands. 

Master  Peasegood  was  standing  at  his 
door,  looking  very  red  and  warm,  for  he 
had  been  having  a  verbal  encounter  with 
Mistress  Hilberry,  his  thin  acid  housekeeper 
and  general  servant  in  one. 

It  began  in  this  wise,  the  lady  being, 
according  to  her  own  account,  the  most 
humble  and  unpresuming  of  women,  but  all 
the  same  taking  upon  herself  to  say  things 
that  a  less  unpresuming  person  would  not 
have  dared. 

"  I  don't  say  anything  master,"  she  had 
exclaimed  sharply,  '^  because  it  would  be 
impertinence  in  me,  but  I  can't  help  think- 
ing that  Sir  Thomas  and  Master  Cobbe,  and 
all  the  principal  people,  will  be  annoyed  to 
see  you  back-sliding  in  this  way." 
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*^  Tut — tut — thou  silly  woman,"  said  the 
parson.  ^^  Father  Brisdone  is  a  good  and 
worthy  man,  and  I  may  convert  him  to  the 
right  faith." 

''  Mind  he  does  not  convert  thee,  master," 
said  the  housekeeper.  ^' These  priests  are  as 
cunning  as  old  sin.  Why,  I  know  on  good 
authority  that  he's  made  very  welcome  at 
the  Pool-house,  and  if  they  don't  mind  he'll 
carry  'em  all  to  Rome." 

'*  Not  this  hot  weather,  poor  things,  I 
hope,"  said  Master  Peasegood.  ^'It's  warm 
enough  here;  I  don't  know  what  it  would 
be  there." 

"  Much  hotter,  I  know,"  said  the  woman, 
meaningly,  as  she  went  on  spreading  the 
table  with  the  requisites  for  a  meal — cold 
pink  bacon,  a  tempting  loaf,  rich  yellow 
butter,  and  a  couple  of  ale-horns,  with  other 
requisites  for  the  evening  repast. 

Master  Peasegood  had  an  angry  reply 
upon  his  lips,  but  he  wiped  it  off  with  his 
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handkerchief,  and  walked  to  the  window  to 
see  if  his  expected  guest  was  on  the  way, 
while  Mistress  Hilberry  went  on  talking. 

*'  They've  seen  the  lights  again,  Master 
Peasegood." 

^^Tut,  woman:  fie  on  thee!  How  can 
you  believe  such  things." 

'^  Because  I've  seen  them  myself ,  sir,"  said 
the  woman,  tartly.  ^'  Strange  ungodly 
lights  dancing  up  and  down,  and  moving 
through  the  forest,  and  Mistress  Croftly  and 
others  have  seen  them  since." 

^^  Marshy  exhalations,  luminous  vapours, 
terrestrial  lamps,  Mistress  Hilberry." 

'^  I  daresay  they  be,  sir,"  said  the  woman 
with  asperity.  ''  It  don't  matter  to  me  what 
you  call  them,  but  they're  spirits,  and  just 
a  year  ago,  about  this  time,  Martin  Lee  was 
struck  down  by  one  of  them  with  a  noise 
like  thunder.  He  was  an  ailing  man  for  a 
twelvemonth   after,    shivering   regularly   at 
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times  when  he  should  have  heen  sound  and 
well." 

^'  Yes,  I  dare  say,"  said  Master  Pease- 
good.     ^^  Hah  !  here  he  is." 

He  waddled  down  to  the  garden-gate,  to 
open  it  for  a  thin,  pale,  grey  man  in  a  priest's 
cassock,  who  grasped  his  hand  warmly,  and 
then  with  a  scared,  hunted  look  in  his  eye, 
which  made  him  glance  uneasily  around,  as 
if  in  search  of  danger,  he  accompanied 
Master  Peasegood  into  the  parlour,  where 
Mistress  Hilberry  received  them  with  a  por- 
tentous sniff. 

^^  Peace  be  with  thee,  my  daughter,"  the 
new-comer  said,  softly ;  but  Mistress  Hil- 
berry seemed  disposed  to  declare  war,  for 
she  snorted,  turned  on  her  heel,  and  left  the 
room  with  a  good  deal  of  rustling  and  noise. 

The  visitor  looked  pained  as  his  eyes 
sought  those  of  his  host  in  an  inquiring 
way. 
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^^  Only  the  weaker  vessel,"  said  Master 
Peasegood,  laughing.  '^  Never  heed  her, 
Father  Francis.  She  tells  me  thou  wilt 
convert  me,  and  I  tell  her  I  am  going  to 
convert  thee.  I'm  glad  to  see  you;  but, 
ah !  "  he  cried,  holding  up  a  warning  finger, 
*^  thou  hast  been  fasting  over  much.  Quell- 
ing the  spirit  in  us  is  one  thing,  making 
the  body  weak  and  sick  another.  Sit  down, 
man,  and  fall  to.  We'll  have  a  long  and 
cosy  evening,  and  discuss  politics  and  the 
matters  of  the  world." 

He  placed  a  chair  for  his  guest,  smiling 
pleasantly  upon  him  the  while,  and  then  a 
goodly  jug  of  ale  being  brought  in  by  Mis- 
tress Hilberry,  the  two  clerical  friends  made 
a  hearty  meal,  after  Father  Brisdone  had 
blessed  the  food. 

"  I  ought  not  to  eat  this  after  your  bless- 
ing," said  Master  Peasegood,  laughing,  ^'  but 
I  shall.  And  now,  good  Father  Francis, 
before  we  shelve  religious  matters  for   the 
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evening,  tell  me  outright,  now,  have  you 
been  trying  to  win  over  my  little  woman 
yonder  at  the  Pool  ?  " 

For  answer.  Father  Francis  held  out  his 
hand. 

'^  Nor  the  Captain?" 

"  Nay,  not  a  word  has  passed  my  lips  to 
him  on  the  subject  of  religion." 

^^  Then  it  is  agreed  that  there  is  to  be  a 
good  and  honest  truce  between  us.  Neither 
one  nor  the  other  is  to  play  wolf  round  his 
neighbour's  sheepfold." 

''  Brother  Joseph,"  said  the  guest,  rising, 
taking  a  step  forward,  and  laying  his  hands 
upon  the  other's  broad  shoulder, ''  shame  has 
kept  me  silent  heretofore.  Now,  dear  friend, 
I  will  confess." 

''  Forbidden  subject,"  said  Master  Pease- 
good. 

"  Nay,  nay,  it  is  not.  Your  suspicions 
were  right.  I  was  starving  when  you  came 
to  me,  and  the  fastings  were  enforced.     I 
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could  not  dig,  to  beg  I  was  ashamed.  The 
few  poor  people  of  my  faith  I  could  not 
trouble ;  and  it  had  come  to  this,  that  I 
felt  ready  to  lie  down  and  die  in  the  land 
where  once  our  Church  was  wealthy,  when  I 
found  that  the  age  of  miracles  was,  after  all, 
not  passed,  for  the  last  man  of  whom  I  could 
expect  such  a  service  brought  me  aid." 

^'  Bah,  stuff !  Sit  down,  man,  and  have 
some  more  bread  and  some  of  that  good 
vellow  butter.  You'd  have  done  as  much 
for  me;"  and,  half  forcing  his  visitor  into  a 
chair,  the  host  watched  until  he  had  made 
a  hearty  meal.  "No  more?  Well,  then, 
Mistress  Hilberry  shall  clear  away,  and  then 
I  have  a  surprise  for  thee." 

Going  to  the  door,  and  summoning  the 
housekeeper,  that  lady  quickly  cleared  the 
table,  a  lamp  was  lit,  another  jug  of  ale  was 
placed  upon  the  board,  and  then,  as  soon  as 
they  were  alone.  Master  Joseph  Peasegood 
went  to  an  old-fashioned  cupboard,  and  ten- 
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derly  taking  out  the  pipes  and  bag  of  tobacco 
he  had  received  from  Gil,  he  placed  them  on 
the  table  with  a  smile. 

^'  Pipes  ?     tobacco  ?  "     exclaimed    Father 
Brisdone,  drawing  back  his  heavy  chair. 

^'  Yes  ;    do    they  frighten    thee  ? "     said 
Master  Peasegood. 

"You    do    not    mean   to   smoke?''    said 
Father  Brisdone,  earnestly. 

^'  I  mean  for  both  of  us  to  smoke,"  said 
Master  Peasegood. 

'^  Would  it  not  be  a  sin?" 
''  Nay,  I  think  not ;  though  our  Solomon 
Jamie  says  it  is.     But  how  can   we   know 
whether  we  ought  to  forbid  or  no  if  we  have 
not  proved  smoking  to  be  a  sin  ?  " 

"  A  fallacious  argument,  Brother  Joseph," 
said  the  father,  smiling.  "  We  ought,  then, 
to  rob  and  slay  and  covet,  to  try  whether 
they  are  sins  before  we  condemn  ?  " 

*'  Nay,"  said  Master  Peasegood,  taking  up 
a  pipe,  and  beginning  to  open  the  little  linen 
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bag  of  weed,  taking  some  out,  and  carefully 
shredding  it  with  a  knife.  "  Those  have  all 
been  proved  to  be  sins.     This  has  not." 

"  If  you  wish,  I  will  try  it,  then,"  said  the 
father;  and,  as  the  tobacco  was  passed  to 
him,  he  filled  the  little  pipe  before  him,  took 
the  light  provided  by  his  friend,  held  it  to 
the  bowl,  and  puffed,  wliile  Master  Joseph 
Peasegood  did  the  same. 

One  little  pipeful  was  smoked  in  silence, 
the  ashes  tapped  from  the  bowl,  and  they 
smoked  another  pipeful,  staring  stolidly  one 
at  the  other,  as  they  sat  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  table,  till  they  had  done,  when  there  was 
a  pause. 

**What  do  you  think  of  it?"  said  Master 
Peasegood,  who,  after  several  paroxysms  of 
coughing,  had  refrained  from  trying  to  swal- 
low the  smoke,  and  contented  himself  with 
taking  it  into  his  mouth,  and  puffing  it  out. 

''  I  feel  more  sick  than  sinful,"  said  the 
father,  quietly.     ''  And  you  ?  " 
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''  I  have  a  peculiar  tightness  of  the  brain, 
and  a  tendency  to  fancy  I  am  as  thin  as 
thee,  instead  of  as  fat  as  I.  Father  Bris- 
done,  in  my  present  state,  I  think  the  greatest 
sin  I  should  commit  would  be  to  go  to  my 
couch.     Wilt  try  another  pipe?" 

''  Nay,"  said  Father  Brisdone,  "  I  think 
two  will  suffice.  King  James  must  have  felt 
like  I  when  he  wrote  his  work  on  this  won- 
drous weed.  It  strikes  me  as  strange  that 
man  should  care  to  burn  this  herb  when  it  is 
so  medical  in  its  effects." 

'*  Ay,  it  is,"  said  Master  Peasegood.  '*  It 
reminds  me  of  my  sensations  when  I  was 
once  prevailed  upon  by  Dame — nay,  she 
was  Mistress  Beckley  then,  for  Sir  Thomas 
had  not  paid  a  thousand  pounds  for  his  title 
— by  Mistress  Beckley  to  drink  of  a  wonder- 
ful decoction  of  hers,  made  of  sundry  sim- 
ples —  agrimony,  rue,  marshmallow,  and 
dandelion.  It  has  always  been  my  custom 
to   drink    heartily,    Father   Brisdone,    so   I 
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drank  lustily  from  the  silver  mug  in  which 
it  was  placed.  Poor  mug,  it  was  an  insult 
to  the  silver  to  put  such  villainous  stuff 
therein.  The  very  swine  would  have  turned 
up  their  noses  and  screwed  their  tails  ;  and 
I  forsooth,  for  good  manners'  sake,  gulped 
it  down.  Here,  father,  drink  some  of  this 
honest  ale,  and  let  us  take  the  taste  of  the 
Indian  weed  from  our  lips." 

He  passed  the  big  mug  to  his  friend,  and 
he  drank  and  returned  it  to  Master  Pease- 
good,  who  quaffed  most  heartily ;  and  then, 
with  doleful  visages,  the  two  friends  sat  and 
gazed  in  each  other's  eyes. 

'^  I  don't  feel  any  better.  Father  Bris- 
done,"  said  Master  Peasegood  at  last.  ''  If 
this  be  a  sin,  this  smoking,  it  carries  its  own 
punishment.     Let  us  out  into  the  open  air.'- 

*'Yes,"  said  his  visitor,  ^*the  fresh  night 
wind  may  revive  us.  But  where  got  you  this 
tobacco,  did  you  say  ?  " 

^^  From    Captain    Gil,"    replied    Master 
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Peasegood;  and  then,  as  they  strolled  out 
of  the  gate  into  the  soft  night-air,  he  con- 
tinued, '^  My  mind  misgives  me  about  that 
lad,  father.  What  are  we  to  do  about 
him  ?  " 

'^  Warn  him  if  he  be  in  the  way  of  ill, 
which  I  hope  is  not  the  case,  for  he  is  a 
brave,  true  lad,  ready  to  help  one  of  my 
faith  in  trouble.  Many  is  the  fugitive  he 
has  taken  across  to  peace  and  safety  in  his 
ship." 

'^  For  which,  were  it  known,  he  would 
be  most  surely  hanged  or  shot." 

Father  Brisdone  sighed. 

^^  It  is  strange,"  he  said,  '^  that  we 
should  become  such  friends,  Master  Pease- 
good." 

^^  Ay,  it  is  strange,"  said  the  other ;  and 
feeling  refreshed  by  the  night-air  they 
walked  softly  up  and  down  conversing  upon 
the  political  state  of  the  country,  the  com- 
ing  of   King   James's   messenger,    and   his 
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stay  at  the  Pool-house,  till  suddenly  Master 
Peasegood  drew  his  companion's  attention  to 
a  sound. 

They  were  standing  in  a  narrow  path, 
running  at  right  angles  from  a  well-marked 
track ;  and  as  Master  Peasegood  spoke  there 
was  the  snort  of  a  horse  and  the  rattle  of 
harness,  followed  by  much  trampling ;  and, 
going  a  little  forward,  they  could  dimly 
see  the  figures  of  armed  men  by  the  light 
of  lanterns  which  two  of  the  horses  carried 
at  their  head-stalls. 

"  Why,  they  are  loaded  with  something, 
father,"  said  the  stout  clerk.  "  And, 
good  '' 

He  was  going  to  say  ^^  gracious,"  but  the 
words  were  checked  upon  his  lips  as  a 
couple  of  heavy  blankets  were  thrown  over 
his  and  Father  Brisdone's  heads  and  they 
were  dragged  heavily  to  the  ground. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

HOW  THE  FOREST  SPIRITS  PAID  THEIR  DEBTS. 

At  the  appointed  time,  Captain  Gil  made 
his  way  to  where,  some  twenty  strong,  his 
crew  were  sitting  and  standing  beneath  a 
wide-spreading  tree,  with  some  forty  horses 
grouped  around,  one  and  all  heavily  laden 
with  sacks,  barrels  slung  on  either  side, 
heavy  boxes,  and  rolls  of  sailcloth.  Some 
of  the  men  were  smoking,  some  minding  the 
horses,  while  others  lolled  about,  half-asleep, 
upon  the  ground. 

If  by  chance  any  of  the  few  rustic  people, 
whose  houses  were  scattered  here  and  there, 
could  have  seen  them  in  the  shadow  of  the 
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trees,  they  might  very  well  have  been  ex- 
cused for  taking  them  for  occupants  of  some 
nether  region ;  while  those  whose  horses  did 
duty  for  the  night,  if  they  found  them  wet 
and  weary,  said  nothing,  but  took  it  all  as 
a  matter  of  course,  feeling  as  they  did  sure 
of  encountering  trouble  if  they  made  a  stir, 
and  being  satisfied  that  their  silence  would 
be  paid  for  in  some  indirect  manner. 

Farmer  GoodselPs  team  was  taken  several 
times  over ;  and  one  morning  he  went  into 
the  stables  to  find  the  horses  so  weary  and 
dirty  that  he  swore  he  would  stand  it  no 
longer,  and  fetched  his  wife  to  see. 

She  held  up  her  hands  and  opened  her 
eyes  wide. 

^^  It  be  witchcraft,  Jarge,"  she  exclaimed. 

*'  Nay — nay,  girl,"  he  cried ;  *'  it  be  some- 
body else's  craft,  and  what's  that  on  the 
bin?" 

Mrs.  Farmer  Goodsell  took  up  a  packet, 
q2 
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opened,  looked  at  it,  and  her  eyes  brightened 
as  she  ran  to  the  light. 

"  As  fine  a  bit  of  silk  as  I  ever  see,"  she 
said,  with  sparkling  eyes ;  "  and  look,  what's 
this?" 

''  Indian  weed,  my  lass — tobacky,"  said 
the  farmer,  with  his  face  growing  smooth. 
"  Hi !  Harry,  feed  these  horses  and  give 
them  a  rub  down." 

This  was  a  sample  of  the  treatment  the 
owners  received,  so  as  the  years  glided  on 
it  grew  to  be  the  custom  to  say  nothing  what- 
ever when  horses  were  taken,  for  a  present 
of  some  kind  was  certain  to  follow — strangely- 
shaped  flasks  of  strong  waters,  pieces  of  velvet 
from  Italy,  curious  bits  of  silk  from  India  and 
China ;  and,  for  the  use  of  horses  taken  from 
the  Pool-house,  Master  Cobbe,  just  when  he 
had  rather  angrily  told  his  daughter  that  he 
should  keep  the  stable  locked,  found  a  heavy 
bale  in  the  porch  one  morning,  wet  with 
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dew,  and  on  opening  it  he  found  himself  the 
possessor  of  a  soft  carpet  from  the  land  of 
the  Turk. 

It  was  well  known  that  some  kind  of  secret 
business  vwas  carried  on,  but  the  more  sage 
people  shut  their  eyes  and  said  nothing,  while 
the  weak  talked  of  witches  and  the  like,  and 
laid  the  strange  proceedings  at  Mother  Good- 
hugh's  door.  For  the  greater  the  ignorance, 
the  deeper  the  love  of  the  mysterious  and 
weird;  and  hence,  with  a  monarch  on  the 
throne  whose  wisdom  was  developing  itself  in 
literary  crusades  against  the  sin  of  spiritual 
commerce,  it  was  no  wonder  that  when  dis- 
torted verbal  versions  of  the  British  Solomon's 
utterances  reached  Eoehurst  they  should  tend 
to  strengthen  the  simple-minded  people's 
belief  in  witchcraft  and  wise-womanry,  evil 
spirits,  and  visions  of  the  night. 

The  appearance  of  Gil  amongst  the  resting 
men  acted  like  magic.  A  few  short  orders, 
and  without  a  word  a  couple  of  lanterns  were 
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lit,  attached  to  the  foremost  horses,  and,  well- 
armed,  silent,  and  watchful,  the  little  party- 
set  off  in  single  file  right  through  the  forest, 
Wat  Kilby  taking  the  lead  and  the  captain 
walking  with  the  rear. 

Once  or  twice  there  were  short  halts  to  re- 
adjust some  pack  or  tighten  the  ropes  that 
slung  some  cask;  but  otherwise  there  was 
the  quiet  tread  of  the  horses'  hoofs  and  an 
occasional  snort  to  break  the  silence  of  the 
night.  Not  a  man  spoke  save  the  gaunt 
old  sailor  Wat,  who  gruffly  gave  an  order 
or  two,  and  perhaps  changed  the  direction  of 
the  convoy. 

Trees  switched  and  rustled  their  branches 
as  the  heavy  horseloads  brushed  against 
them ;  the  wild  animals  of  the  wood  scam- 
pered off  at  the  sight  of  the  dim  lanterns ; 
but  they  had  been  journeying  on  for  quite 
an  hour  before  a  faint  whistle  placed  Wat 
Kilby  on  the  qui  vive,  when,  seeing  what 
was  wrong,  he  and  a  couple  more  men  stole 
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off  amongst  the  trees  to  get  to  the  rear  of 
those  who  were  watching  the  strange  file, 
and  directly  after  the  two  clerks  were 
struggling  on  the  ground  in  utter  darkness, 
while  the  horses  passed  on,  and  Gil  came 
abreast. 

"What  is  it?"  he  asked,  in  a  low  voice. 

"We've  made  a  mistake,  skipper,"  growled 
Wat  Kilby.  "  It's  the  parson  and  the  holy 
father." 

"  What  were  they  doing  here  ?  " 

^'  Watching,"  growled  Wat. 

"Pass  on,  every  one,"  said  Gil,  quietly. 
^^  I  will  speak  to  them.  I'll  join  you  at  the 
mouth." 

The  sound  of  the  horses'  hoofs  was  already 
dying  away  in  the  distance,  and  Wat  and 
his  companions  seemed  to  melt  softly  into 
the  darkness,  while,  quietly  going  down  on 
one  knee,  the  captain  drew  off  the  rough 
pieces  of  cloth  from  the  faces  of  the  prostrate 
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clerks,  who,  finding  themselves  at  liberty, 
sat  up. 

*^  I  hope  you  are  not  hurt,  father,"  said 
Gil  to  Father  Brisdone. 

^'  Ah,  my  son,  is  it  you?"  was  the  reply. 
^^  Nay,  I  am  not  hurt,  though  the  men  were 
rough." 

"  But  I  am  hurt,"  cried  Master  Peasegood, 
angrily.  *^  I  thought  it  was  one  of  your 
games.  Captain  Gil  Carr.  Zounds,  sir.  Sir 
Thomas  Beckley  shall  know  of  it,  and  con- 
stables and  fighting-men  shall  come  and 
clear  your  nest  of  hornets  away.  Zounds, 
father,  if  I  were  of  your  faith,  I'd  excom- 
municate him." 

'^  You  are  hasty.  Master  Peasegood,"  said 
Gil,  quietly.  *'  Do  not  rail  at  me.  I  have 
done  nothing  but  set  you  at  liberty." 

"  But  you  had  us  seized." 

'*Nay,  indeed,  I  knew  nothing  until  I 
came  upon  you  here,  and  I  have  set  you 
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at   liberty.     You    are    quite    free;    go    in 
peace." 

^'  Quite  free ;  go  in  peace !"  cried  Master 
Peasegood.  ^'Zounds,  sir,  is  this  a  free 
country — is  this  his  Majesty's  high-way,  or  are 
you  the  lord  of  it  all !  I'll  have  it  stopped." 

^'Nay,  nay.  Master  Peasegood,  you  are 
angry,  and  you  will  stop  nothing.  You 
must  have  seen  the  forest  spirits,  and  they 
interfered  with  you." 

^'  Bah !  away  with  thy  trash." 

'^  Ah,  well,  call  it  what  you  like.  Good 
night,  Master  Peasegood ;  good  night.  Father 
Brisdone;  can  1  do  anything  for  you?  I 
must  go.  I  shall  tell  the  forest  spirits  that 
they  need  fear  nothing  from  you.  Master 
Peasegood.  They  must  have  thought  they 
had  captured  the  doughty  knight  Sir  Mark. 
Good  night." 

''  The  impudent  dog !  to  compare  my 
figure  with  that  of  a  spindle  of  a  knight. 
Bah!    tush!    rubbish!    Come,  Father   Bris- 


234 


SWEET  MACE. 


done,  we  will  get  indoors ;  the  night  air  is 
unwholesome  with  these  spirits  about.  But 
he's  right ;  I  shall  say  nothing,  and  I'm  sure 
that  nothing  will  fall  from  thee." 

The  two  friends  turned  and  went  back 
towards  the  parson's  cottage,  while  Gil 
hurried  on  to  overtake  his  party  of  well- 
armed  men. 

He  was  not  long  in  reaching  the  last 
horse,  and  walked  steadily  by  its  side;  he 
came  to  a  halt  in  the  dark  ravine  just  below 
where  Mistress  Anne  had  been  seated  for  so 
long  upon  the  stone,  and  here  a  busy  scene 
took  place,  the  horses  being  rapidly  unladen, 
and  pack,  chest,  and  barrel  being  carried  or 
rolled  along  a  shelf  of  rock  beneath  an  over- 
hanging ledge  of  sandstone,  where  the  little 
gorge  seemed  to  come  to  a  sudden  stop 
before  branching  out  in  a  fresh  direction. 

Sentries  had  been  placed  at  some  dis- 
tance along  the  only  approach  to  the  place; 
and  while  they  kept  guard  one  of  the  Ian 
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terns  was  carried  in  through  a  rift  in  the 
rock,  and  placed  upon  the  block  of  stone, 
where  it  shed  its  rays  upon  the  scene,  light- 
ing up  a  chamber  that  had  evidently  at 
some  very  remote  time  been  cut  from  the 
rock,  another  communicating  with  it  at  the 
back ;  and  here  on  shelf  and  ledge  were 
piled  up  in  picturesque  confusion  what 
seemed  to  be  ships'  stores,  and  a  hetero- 
geneous collection  of  barrels,  bales  and 
kegs.  Some  evidently  contained  gun- 
powder, while  others  as  certainly  were 
filled  with  that  more  humble  meal  — flour. 
Then  there  were  rolls  of  sailcloth,  coils  of 
rope,  racks  of  swords  and  pikes,  and  a  couple 
of  small  pieces  of  artillery. 

There  was  no  confusion :  bale,  keg,  barrel, 
and  box  were  carried  in  by  the  men  in  perfect 
silence,  till  the  last  load  of  the  horses  had 
been  deposited,  when  Wat  Kilby  growled 
out  an  order,  and  four  men  put  their  shoul- 
ders to  a  huge  mass  of   stone,  which  they 
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rolled  over  twice,  when  it  blocked  up  the 
low  entrance  to  the  cave  ;  a  few  branches 
were  carefully  dragged  back  to  lie  athwart 
it,  and  the  party  once  more  set  off  as  silently 
as  they  had  come,  but  this  time  with  the 
captain  in  front  and  Wat  Kilby  at  his  side. 

'^You  will  have  plenty  of  time  on  your 
hands  for  the  next  month,"  said  the  former ; 
'^  you  had  better  keep  an  eye  on  that  fel- 
low, Abel  Churr.  I  have  been  thinking 
which  would  be  best :  to  catch  and  threaten 
him " 

^'  That's  one  way,"  said  Wat. 

^'  To  bribe " 

^'  Two  ways." 

^^  Or  to  take  no  notice." 

'^  Three  ways." 

^^  If  he  gets  in,  which  he  could  not  do 
without  help,  he  would  only  take  a  few  odds 
and  ends  that  we  should  never  miss.  The 
awkwardness  would  be  another  party  know- 
ing anything  about  the  store  when  we  are 
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away.  One  might  come  back  from  a  voyage 
to  find  the  whole  place  wrecked." 

''  What  do  you  say  to  shutting  him  up  for 
a  month  to  bring  him  to  his  senses?" 

^^  Would  not  do,"  said  Gil,  as  they  trudged 
on  through  the  forest. 

''  Take  him  off  with  us  to  sea  ?" 

'^  No,  I  would  not  do  that." 

'^  Hang  him,  then,  out  of  the  way," 
growled  Wat.  ^'I'U  bury  him  after,  for  he 
don't  deserve  such  a  Christian  burial  as 
dropping  over  the  side  with  a  shot  at  his 
heels,  to  be  standing  up  at  the  bottom  of  the 
sea  ready  to  rise  again." 

No  more  was  said,  and  the  strange,  weird - 
looking  train  passed  silently  on  through  the 
forest  till  the  cultivated  land  was  neared, 
when,  without  a  word,  the  strength  of  the 
party  seemed  to  gradually  diminish,  a  team 
of  horses  dropping  behind  here,  a  pair  there, 
a  single  horse  further  on,  till  at  last  horses 
and  men  had  all  disappeared,  and  Wat  and 
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the  captain  stood  together  in  a  moist-smell- 
ing glade,  with  the  early  morning  air  coming 
in  gentle  puffs,  sometimes  salt  from  the  sea, 
with  the  faint,  peculiar  odour  of  decaying 
seaweed,  sometimes  sweetly-scented  with  the 
hay  which  farmers  here  and  there  were 
making  for  their  winter  store. 

'^Let  Abel  Churr  rest/'  said  the  captain 
quietly.  ''  I  may  find  means  of  quieting 
his  tongue." 

'^  I'd  like  to  do  it  myself,"  growled  Wat, 
as  they  separated,  but  only  for  the  latter  to 
be  called  back. 

*^  Have  you  been  hanging  about  the  Pool- 
house  lately,  Wat?" 

The  great  fellow  shufEed  about,  and 
rubbed  one  ear. 

"  You  need  not  answer,"  said  Gil,  quietly, 
and  he  walked  away. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

HOW  MOTHER  GOODHUGH  CURSED  ABEL  CHURR. 

The  rocky  ravine  which  looked  in  the  dark- 
ness like  the  entrance  to  some  mystic  region 
had  hardly  been  vacated  by  Captain  Gil's 
crew,  and  the  storehouse  that  he  had  formed 
in  this  stronghold  of  nature  left  to  its  soli- 
tude, before  there  was  a  curious  rustling 
noise  on  high;  a  piece  of  bark  fell  to  the 
ground ;  then  a  dry,  dead  twig ;  then  the 
rustling  was  continued,  and  ceased  for  quite 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  it  began  again. 

This  time  it  was  commenced  more  loudly, 
and  a  branch  of  a  tree  overhead  in  the  dark- 
ness quivered  and  jerked. 

''  Too  —  hoo — hoo — hoo — hoo — hoo — o — 
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hoo — o — o — 0—0  ! ''  cried  an  owl  somewhere 
close  at  hand,  when  the  noise  suddenly  ceased, 
and  all  was  silent  once  more  for  a  good  half- 
hour.  Then  the  rustling  was  resumed,  and 
in  the  dim  starlight  a  figure  was  seen  to  de- 
scend a  tree,  rustling  and  scraping  the  bark 
till  it  reached  the  patch  of  soil  in  which  the 
gnarled  oak  was  rooted,  and,  thrusting  aside 
the  bushes,  the  figure  made  its  way  down 
to  the  trickling  stream,  which,  after  run- 
ning apparently  from  the  rock,  coursed 
amongst  the  stones  and  ferns,  half-hidden 
from  the  light  of  day,  down  the  ravine  bot- 
tom, to  join  some  larger  rivulet  miles  away. 

The  dimly-seen  figure  crept  cautiously 
along  for  some  distance  without  venturing  to 
stand  erect,  but  at  last,  feeling  apparently 
free  from  danger,  it  began  to  walk  with  less 
circumspection,  though  always  in  a  flinch- 
ing, animal-like  fashion. 

Day  was  breaking  as  it  reached  Mother 
Goodhugh's  cottage,  and  after  glancing  up 
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at  the  window,  to  be  sure  that  the  inmate 
was  not  stirring,  the  visitor  crept  up  the 
bank  opposite,  and  beneath  a  spreading  fir- 
tree,  where,  curling  itself  up  in  an  animal 
way,  it  went  off  to  sleep. 

Some  three  hours  later  Mother  Goodhugh 
was  partaking  of  her  breakfast — no  simple 
meal,  but  one  of  substance,  graced  as  it  was 
with  eggs  and  goodly  bacon-rashers,  gifts  of 
foolish  peasants'  wives  who  came  to  consult 
her  concerning  sick  pigs,  failing  poultry,  and 
milk-dry  cows — the  door  was  wide  open,  and 
the  sparrows,  after  chirping  about  amongst 
the  thatch,  dropped  down  one  by  one,  hopped 
right  in,  and  kept  picking  up  the  crumbs  the 
old  woman  threw  from  time  to  time  upon 
the  red  brick  floor. 

Sometimes  she  made  a  sound  with  her 
lips  which  brought  others  down  to  partake 
of  her  bounty,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  an 
old  one-eyed  magpie,  which  hopped  to  and 
fro  in  a  wicker-cage,   and  cried,    '' charky^ 
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and  ^'ha,  ha^  ha!^^  the  former  being  the 
nearest  approach  it  ever  got  to  charcoal,  a 
word  which,  with  brimstone  and  powder, 
Mother  Goodhugh  intended  to  form  her  pet's 
repertoire. 

The  sparrows  hopped  in  over  the  lintel, 
seized  crumbs,  and  flew  off  over  and  over 
^-gain.  Then  there  was  a  loud  fluttering  of 
wings,  the  birds  departed,  and  Abel  Churr 
entered,  brushing  off  the  fir-needles  which 
clung  to  his  hair  and  gaberdine. 

^'Just  in  time,  mother,"  he  chuckled. 
''  Here,  I've  brought  you  the  toad  weed 
picked  at  midnight,  and  here  are  stink-horns 
and  toadstools,  fit  to  brew  the  strongest 
charms  you  will.     Give  me  some  breakfast." 

'^  Shame  upon  thee,  idler,  for  wanting  to 
live  on  a  lone  widow's  substance!"  cried 
Mother  Goodhugh. 

^*  Don't  I  help  thee  to  all  kinds  of  trade 
to  make  the'  substance  rich  ?  "  chuckled  Abel 
Churr;  ^* but  wait  a  bit,  mother,  I've  found 
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a  treasure-house  ;  a  store  of  riches ;  and  I'm 
a  made  man.  I  know  where  to  find  all  that 
I  want  from  time  to  time.  Would'st  like  to 
share  it  ?  " 

'^ Yes, yes,"  cried  the  old  woman,  eagerly; 
'^  what  have  you  found,  Abel  ?  " 

'^  Help  me  to  something  to  eat,"  he  said, 
with  a  cunning  smile,  '^  and  then  I'll  talk  to 
thee.'' 

She  hastened  to  put  before  him  bread  and 
milk,  and  eggs,  and  bacon,  of  which  he 
freely  partook,  gazing  at  the  hostess  from 
time  to  time  in  a  peculiar  way,  as  if  he  had 
some  further  plan  at  heart. 

'^  You  don't  tell  me  what  you've  found," 
said  Mother  Goodhugh.  ^^  Come,  tell  me, 
lad.  You'll  be  happier  for  having  some  one 
to  share  it  all." 

^^Found!"  he  cried,  laughing;  "I'velearned 
that  about  Captain  Culverin  that  he  would 
kill  me  for  knowing,  did  he  find  me  out. 
R  2 
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Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  shall  be  rich  now,  and  can 
help  thee  back  more  than  thou  hast  helped 
me  to,  Mother  Goodhugh.  Where  are  the 
strong  waters  ?  " 

'^  I  have  none,"  said  the  woman  sulkily. 

"It  is  a  lie,"  he  cried,  sharply ;  and, 
rising,  he  stepped  to  the  little  chimney- 
piece,  raised  an  old  shell,  and  took  out  a 
key,  which  he  held  up,  laughing. 

'^Nay,  nay,  give  me  the  key,"  cried  the 
old  woman,  making  a  dash  to  seize  it ;  but 
with  a  savage  thrust,  more  like  a  blow,  he 
sent  her  staggering  across  the  brick  floor,  to 
fall  heavily,  and  lie  for  a  few  moments  half 
stunned,  while,  chuckling  with  glee,  Churr 
opened  a  corner- cupboard  and  took  out  a 
quaint-looking  black  bottle,  which  he  carried 
to  the  table. 

"  Coward — thief !  "  cried  the  old  woman, 
as  she  struggled  up ;  "  thou  shalt  not  have 
it ;  "  and  she  ran  to  the  table,  when,  with  a 
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malignant  look,  Churr  struck  her  heavily 
with  the  back  of  his  hand,  sending  her 
against  the  wall,  where  she  stood  panting. 

'^Keep  away,  or  I'll  pook  thee  again," 
he  cried,  sourly. 

^'  Drink  it,  if  you  dare,"  she  cried,  with 
flashing  eyes.  ^^  It  is  poison  of  my  own 
brewing.  Drink,  and  die  then :  coward,  to 
strike  me  thus." 

Abel  Churr's  whole  aspect  changed ;  his 
yellow  countenance  looked  haggard,  and 
his  hand  shook,  as  he  stared  from  the  old 
woman's  face  to  the  bottle,  and  back  again. 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  Mother  Good- 
hugh,  seeing  her  power;  ^*  drink  away,  lad, 
drink.  I'll  see  thee  buried  beneath  some 
tree,  and  come  and  gather  toadstools  from 
off  thy  grave." 

Churr  set  down  the  bottle  upon  the  table, 
and,  as  he  did  so,  his  hands  trembling 
visibly.  Mother  Goodhugh  slowly  sidled  up, 
and  was  about  to  make  a  pounce  upon  the 
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flask,  when,  with  a  cunning  flash  of  the  eye, 
Churr  forestalled  her  and  snatched  it  up, 
laughing  heartily  as  he  took  out  the  cork, 
and  smelt  the  contents. 

"  Old  mother  of  lies,"  he  cried,  chuckling. 
"I'll  drink  this  poison  all  day  long.  Hah ! " 
he  ejaculated,  shaking  the  flask  so  that  the 
spirit  within  gurgled.     ^^  Hah  !  " 

He  placed  the  vessel  to  his  lips  and  drank 
savagely,  while  Mother  Goodhugh  stood 
glaring  at  him,  with  head  stretched  forward 
and  fingers  crooked  like  the  claws  of  an 
animal  about  to  spring. 

^^Here,"  he  cried,  pouring  out  a  little  of 
the  spirit  in  a  cup,  and  holding  it  to  the  old 
woman ;  "  here,  I  will  not  take  it  all.  Drink, 
mother,  drink." 

The  old  woman  eagerly  snatched  up  the 
cup  and  drained  it. 

"  That  settles  it.  I  thought  so,"  he  said, 
laughing,  as  he  took  another  draught.  "Poor 
old  Mother  Goodhugh  will  be  poisoned,  too. 
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Old  fool !  to  think  thou  could'st  deceive 
me  with  such  shallow  tricks.  There,"  he 
continued,  after  another  draught,  as  he  thrust 
in  the  cork,  and  placed  the  flask  in  his 
breast.     ''  Now  I  be  going  away." 

^^  Help  me  that  bottle,"  cried  the  old 
woman.  ^^  Don't  take  away  that  flask.  It 
is  mine." 

^^No  more  thine  than  mine,"  cried  Churr, 
turning  round  at  her  with  a  snarl.  ^^  Haven't 
I  for  years  helped  you  in  getting  together 
what  you  have ;  helped  you  to  cheat  and 
trick  the  silly,  gaping  fools  about  here  with 
thy  mummery  ?  Speak  to  me  again  as  you 
did,  and  I'll  go  and  tell  them  all  of  thy 
tricks,  and  jugglery,  and  putting  water  in 
the  founder's  moulds  to  blow  them  up,  and 
let  them  see  thee  as  a  woman  like  them- 
selves— old  idiot  that  you  be." 

''  Tell  them,"  cried  Mother  Goodhugh, 
furiously,  as  she  made  an  effort  to  tear  the 
flask  from  him,  but  only  to  be  driven  back 
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by  another  furious  blow  ;  ''  tell  them, 
coward,  and  they  will  not  believe  thee. 
You  mock  at  me — do  you  ?  You  call  my 
spells  foolery.  We  shall  see  how  you  will 
fare,  now  that  I  curse  thee,  and  tell  thee 
that  thou  shalt  not  die  upon  a  bed." 

'^  Curse  away,  mother,"  lie  cried.  ^*  I 
have  the  strong  waters." 

^^  They'll  not  believe  thee  ;  while,  if  I  say 
the  word,  there  are  a  dozen  who  would  slay 
thee  for  injuring  me,  and  leave  thee  to  rot 
in  the  forest  or  die  on  a  mixen." 

'^  Say  it  then,"  he  cried,  with  a  malig- 
nant grin.     ^^  Let  them  try  if  they  dare." 

''  We  shall  see,"  cried  the  old  woman, 
stretching  out  one  hand,  and  gazing  fiercely 
at  her  confederate.  ^'  I  do  curse  thee  sleep- 
ing and  waking.  You  have  braved  me, 
Abel  Churr,  and  laughed  at  all  my  trade. 
Now  we  shall  see." 

^^  Yes,"  he  said,  ^^  now  we  shall  see ;" 
and,    putting   the   bottle   in   his   breast,  he 
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turned  to  the  door.  '^  I  fear  thy  threats  as 
much  as  I  do  thy  poison.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Poison — brave  poison — good  poison — poison 
for  princes.  Mother,  wouldn't  you  like  to 
know  what  I  have  found  out  about  Captain 
Gil?" 

^^  Nay,  keep  thy  knowledge,"  cried  the 
old  woman,  fiercely.  ^'  I  know  it,  too.  You 
will  not  live  to  enjoy  it.  Now,  get  thee 
gone." 

'^  What!"  he  said,  jeeringly.  ''  Shall  I 
not  share  my  riches  with  thee,  my  dear  old 
partner  ?  Shall  we  not  join  now  in  cheating 
and  tricking  some  one  better  than  the 
wretched  village  fools  ?  T  tell  thee  that 
Captain  Gil  is  rich,  and  I  have  his  secret :  I 
have  found  his  store." 

"  And  I  tell  thee,  Abel  Churr,"  cried  the 
old  woman,  ''  that  thou  hast  always  been  a 
villain,  a  brute,  and  a  coward  to  me.  If 
thou  knowest  aught  of  Captain  Gil's  secret, 
you  will   keep  it,   and  share  it  with  none. 
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Erom  this  day  I  have  neither  truck  nor 
trade  with  thee,  so  go  thy  way,  and  my 
curse  go  with  thee.  But  take  this  to  heart 
as  thou  goest :  Captain  Gil  is  a  stern  man, 
and  if  thou  hast  learned  aught  of  his,  and 
he  knows  it,  look  to  thyself,  or  maybe 
thou'lt  be  sattled." 

Abel  Churr  uttered  an  impatient  ^^  Pish  !  " 
and  left  the  place  full  of  his  discovery. 
Avoiding  the  cottages  of  the  workpeople, 
he  went  round  by  the  back  of  the  Pool,  to 
where,  like  a  lawn  in  the  wood,  lay  a  few 
acres  of  grass  cut  down  for  hay,  a  part  of 
which  had  been  stacked,  the  remainder 
lying  out  to  dry,  for  a  heavy  rain  had 
checked  the  carrying  for  a  day  or  two. 

Churr  looked  round,  listened,  made  sure 
that  the  field  was  empty,  and  then  started 
and  looked  timidly  upwards  as  a  jay  uttered 
a  loud  harsh  cry  and  flew  towards  the  wood. 
Then,  crawling  to  the  half-made  stack,  he 
climbed  upon  it,  separated  the  soft,  sweet- 
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scented  hay,  took  a  draught  of  the  spirit, 
corked  the  bottle  and  thrust  it  in  the  heap, 
and  then,  nestling  down  and  drawing  the 
hay  over  him,  he  was  in  a  few  moments  fast 
asleep. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

HOW  ABEL  CHUKR  BOUGHT  A  SECRET. 

That  was  a  bitter  as  well  as  a  momentous 
day  for  Gil  Carr.  In  the  course  of  the 
morning  he  made  his  way  to  the  Pool- 
house,  determined  to  have  a  few  words 
with  Jeremiah  Cobbe,  and  to  talk  calmly  to 
him  concerning  Mace  and  the  future.  He 
felt,  too,  that  a  little  sympathy  was  due  to 
the  founder  after  the  late  accident  at  his 
works. 

He  went  straight  to  the  house,  for  he  had 
taken  Mace's  words  to  heart,  that  he  should 
go  boldly  to  the  place ;  but,  on  entering,  he 
was  only  met  by  Janet,  who  came  after  he 
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had  walked  in  according  to  old  familiar  cus- 
tom, and  rapped  loudly  at  an  inner  door. 

Janet  came  down,  looking  red-faced  and 
guilty,  from  one  of  the  upper  chambers. 

''  Why,  Janet,"  he  said,  'Hhe  house  is  as 
quiet  as  if  all  were  dead.  Where  have  you 
been,  lass  ?  Why,  that's  thy  mistress's  ker- 
chief on  thy  head !  " 

The  girl  snatched  it  off,  looking  redder 
and  more  guilty  than  before,  and  hid  it 
behind  her. 

'^  I'd  wager,  Janet,  that  thou  hast  been 
upstairs  trying  on  thy  mistress's  finery.  I'll 
tell  her  so." 

'^Nay,  pray,  Captain  Gilbert,"  she  cried, 
excitedly,  '^  you  would  not  make  mischief 
between  us.     I  did  but " 

^'  That's  confession  enough,"  said  Gil, 
laughing.  "  Now,  tell  me  where  is  thy 
master  ?  " 

*'  Down  at  the  furnace-house,  seeing  to  its 
being  new-roofed,  sir,"  replied  the  girl. 


254  SWEET  MACE. 

"  And  thy "  Gil  stopped  with  beat- 
ing heart,  for  he  dared  not  for  the  moment 
ask  the  question — one  that  he  felt  he  could 
himself  answer.  "  One  word  though,"  he 
cried,  "  Mistress  Janet.  I  have  something 
to  say  about  that  pretty  face  of  thine.'' 

"  Oh,  Captain  Carr,''  said  the  girl,  blush- 
ing. "You  must  not  talk  to  me  like  that. 
What  would  my  mistress  say  ?  " 

"  That  I  was  doing  right,  child.  Harkye, 
you  must  not  be  showing  that  pretty  face 
and  those  bright  eyes  to  men  who  cannot 
become  thy  sweethearts." 

The  girl's  heart  beat  fast,  and  she  looked 
up  and  looked  down,  began  to  plait  her 
apron,  dropped  Mace's  kerchief,  snatched  it 
up,  hid  it  behind  her ;  then  turning  her  head, 
with  the  pleasant  flush  of  surprise  deepening 
upon  her  neck. 

^' Why,  Janet,"  said  Gil,  laughing,  *'you 
look  as  modest  as  if  you  were  being 
courted." 
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'^  Oh,  Captain  Carr,"  she  simpered,  ^^  you 
must  not  talk  to  me  like  that ; "  and  the 
weak  girl  fell  a-trembling,  telling  herself 
that  now  her  mistress  had  taken  to  go  a- 
walking  with  the  handsome  young  knight 
staying  at  the  house,  Captain  Culverin,  the 
bold,  handsome  fellow,  of  whom  every  maiden 
far  and  near  had  spoken  as  a  hero,  had  fallen 
in  love  with  her. 

"  Not  talk  to  thee,  child,"  said  Gil, 
laughing.  ^^  Look  here,  Janet,  I  must  be 
plain  with  thee." 

He  looked  at  her  in  an  amused  way  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  catching  one  of  her 
hands,  he  took  her  chin  between  his  finger 
and  thumb,  and  raised  her  face  so  that  he 
could  gaze  straight  into  her  humid  eyes. 

The  tears  stood  beneath  the  lids,  and  in 
another  moment  she  would  have  cast  herself 
upon  the  captain's  breast  had  not  a  word  or 
two  more  dispelled  her  illusion. 

''  I've  known  thee,  Janet,  since  thou  wert  a 
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little  toddler,  to  whom  I  gave  sugar  from  the 
Western  Isles ;  and  for  thy  mistress's  sake, 
Janet,  would  not  have  harm  befall  thee. 
Look  you  here,  child.  Master  Wat  Kilby 
hangs  about  here  to  gratify  his  old  eyes  by 
casting  them  upon  thy  pretty  shape  and  face. 
Now,  Janet,  have  you  ever  given  him  en- 
couragement ?  " 

^^As  if  it  was  likely!"  cried  the  girl, 
snatching  herself  away,  and  her  whole  aspect 
undergoing  a  transformation.  '^  A  girt,  old, 
ugly  man  like  that;  I'd  pook  him  if  he 
dared  touch  me.  Such  trade  as  that !  "  and 
she  was  flinging  herself  out  of  the  hall  when 
Gil  checked  her  by  saying,  sternly — 

''  Stop,  girl !  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  Wat 
Kilby  is  no  mate  for  thee.  Where  is  thy 
mistress  ? '' 

'^  Where  should  she  be?"  cried  the  girl, 
spitefully,  and  with  flashing  eyes  she  went 
on :  ''  Out  in  the  forest  reading  love-songs  to 
Sir  Mark,  same  as  she  now  does  every  day." 
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She  ran  off  to  hide  her  tears,  but  not 
before  she  had  seen  how  cruel  a  stab  she  had 
given  her  mistress's  lover ;  and  then,  seek- 
ing her  own  chamber,  she  cried  for  long 
enough  over  her  disappointment,  and  as 
much  for  sympathy  for  the  brave  young 
fellow  whom  she  had,  as  she  well  knew,  cut 
to  the  quick. 

Gil  stood  biting  his  lips,  as  he  thought 
over  the  girl's  words. 

^^  No,"  he  cried,  "  I  won't  believe  it ; 
Mace  is  too  good  and  true.'* 

He  went  out  of  the  house  to  where  the 
founder  was  directing  his  workpeople,  who 
were  busily  laying  massive  oaken  beams 
across  the  damaged  building ;  and  as  Gil  came 
up  the  old  man  nodded,  talked  of  ordinary 
things,  and  then  excused  himself  on  the  plea 
of  business  in  so  marked  a  manner  that  Gil 
could  not  but  see  that  his  presence  was  irk- 
some, and  soon  afterwards  left. 

He  had  hoped  to  have  seen  Mace,  but  he 
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felt  that  he  could  not  wait  there  now,  and 
in  a  purposeless  way  he  turned  off  the  beaten 
track,  meaning   to   throw  himself  down   in 
some  dry,  shady  spot,  and  try  and  arrange 
his  thoughts.     As  it  happened,  fate  led  him 
straight  to  an  opening  in  the  forest,  where 
two  paths  met — a  place  where  the  founder's 
men  had  cut  down  the  great  oaks,  leaving  a 
clump  of  firs  standing  here  and  there,  and 
beneath  them  was  a   mass  of  dry  odorous 
pine-needles,  the  collection  of  many  years. 
The  old  stumps  left  by  the  woodman's  axe 
were  pretty  well  overgrown  with  moss,  grass, 
and  the  various  wild-flowers  of  the  wood ;  and 
altogether   a  better  spot  than  this  opening 
in  the  thick  forest  could  hardly  have  been 
found  for  noonday  dreamings. 

So  thought  Sir  Mark,  as  he  lay  at  Mace's 
feet,  while  she,  with  the  bright  rays  of  sun- 
shine darting  through  the  thin  needled 
foliage,  to  lose  themselves  in  her  glossy  hair, 
sat  on  one  of  the  old  stumps,  and  read  to  him 
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in  a  soft,  sweet  voice — one  which  to  Gil,  as  he 
came  suddenly  upon  them,  seemed  softened 
and  attuned  to  fall  tenderly  upon  the  inva- 
lid's ear. 

''  He  is  well  enough  by  now,  I'll  wager," 
muttered  Gil,  as  he  walked  straight  up,  to 
find  that  Mace  rose  as  soon  as  she  saw  him, 
coloured  deeply,  and  greeted  him  in  a  cold 
and  injured  way. 

Gil  Carr's  hot  blood  danced  through  his 
veins,  and,  in  his  haste,  he  forgot  to  recall 
the  last  time  they  had  met,  when  he  was 
seen  side  by  side  with  Anne  Beckley ;  and, 
attributing  Mace's  constrained  manner  to  her 
vexation  at  being  surprised  with  Sir  Mark, 
he  turned  upon  that  gentleman  fiercely,  to 
find  his  glances  returned  with  interest.  For 
there  was  a  look  of  triumph  in  the  visitor's 
eye,  and  a  contemptuous  smile  on  his  lip, 
both  of  which  seemed  to  say  to  him,  "  There, 
you  see  you  have  no  chance ;  I  am  all  con- 
quering, and  the  day  is  mine." 
s2 
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Very  few  words  passed  before  Mace,  who 
feared  a  quarrel,  said — 

^' Will  you  return  with  me  now,  Sir  Mark? 
The  sun  is  growing  hot,  and  my  father  will 
be  waiting." 

He  bowed  in  his  most  courtly  manner,  and, 
taking  her  hand,  helped  her  over  a  fallen 
tree,  and  again  across  a  rift  in  the  earth, 
while  Gil,  trembling  with  rage,  disappoint- 
ment, and  mortification,  stood  gnawing  his 

lip. 

"  And  this  is  woman's  faith ! "  he  cried,  as 
he  strode  away.  "  Oh,  that  my  ship  were  fit 
for  sea,  or  that  I  had  something  I  could  do." 

He  stopped,  thinking  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  walked  away  straight  for  the 
ravine,  partly  to  pass  the  time,  partly  be- 
cause he  felt  uneasy  about  his  store  ;  while, 
sad  at  heart,  poor  Mace  walked  beside  her 
companion,  who  sighed  and  never  ceased  to 
try  and  show  her  how  hopelessly  he  was  in 
love. 
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It  was  very  unfavourable  for  the  progress 
of  vegetation  where  Gil  Carr  strode  over  the 
ground,  trampling  down  the  tender  forest 
herbage,  tearing  aside  the  young  growth^ 
and  leaving  a  harsh  track  through  the  forest, 
till,  getting  nearer  to  his  destination,  he 
seemed  to  grow  more  careful,  and  ended  by 
waking  to  the  fact  that  any  one  might  easily 
trace  him  by  his  trail. 

Altering  his  mind  then,  he  struck  down 
beside  one  of  the  rivulets,  and  followed  its 
course  pretty  closely  to  the  river — a  small 
enough  stream,  but  one  which  at  times  car- 
ried a  considerable  depth  of  water. 

A  mile  along  here  brought  him  to  a  busy 
nook,  where,  around  a  goodly-sized  vessel,  a 
score  of  men  were  hard  at  work  with  hatchet 
and  adze  repairing  and  restoring  plank  and 
timber  that  had  been  torn  and  riven  by  the 
rocks  and  waves  of  a  long  cruise.  It  was 
only  the  hull,  every  bit  of  rigging  having 
been  removed  to  lighten  her  for  the  men  at 
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work ;  and  seated  upon  a  barrel,  smoking, 
giving  orders  or  directions,  was  Wat  Kilby, 
who  rose  to  make  his  report  on  seeing  his 
skipper  approach. 

Gil  did  not  stay  long.  He  saw  that  his 
men  were  working  hard,  and  that  they  were 
well  provided  for  in  the  sheltered  nook  by 
the  little  river  side,  which  he  had  made  his 
vessel's  port ;  and  at  last,  as  the  evening 
was  coming,  entered  the  boarded  hut  which 
formed  Wat's  home  for  the  time,  partook  of 
a  rough  meal  with  him,  gave  him  certain 
orders,  and  turned  once  more  towards  Roe- 
hurst,  meaning  to  go  up  the  ravine  on  the 
way. 

He  was  weary  with  much  walking,  and 
low-spirited.  What  had  been  a  pleasant 
sojourn  ashore  had  become  wearisome  and 
full  of  pain,  due,  he  felt,  rightly  or  wrongly, 
to  the  coming  of  Sir  Mark,  the  recollection 
of  whom  made  his  brows  knit  and  his  hands 
involuntarily  clench. 
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These  thoughts  stayed  him  in  his  course, 
and  more  than  once  he  sat  down  thinking 
whether  it  would  not  be  better  to  get  away 
to  one  of  the  ports,  and  charter  a  small 
vessel  for  a  trip,  so  as  to  occupy  his  mind. 

^^ And  leave  the  field  open  to  the  enemy?" 
he  cried,  springing  up.  *'Nay,  that's  not 
like  Gil  Carr." 

With  sundry  plans  in  his  head,  then,  he 
now  went  straight  on,  climbing  up  the 
rugged  sides  of  the  ravine,  heedless  of  the 
growing  darkness,  and  at  last  reaching  the 
entrance  to  his  store. 

His  intention  had  been  to  glance  at  it, 
and  make  sure  that  it  was  all  right,  and  then 
to  go  on  to  Roehurst  for  the  night,  hoping 
to  gain  an  interview  with  Mace,  and  take 
her  to  task  for  her  change,  when  he  had 
spoken  of  himself. 

But  as  he  reached  the  entrance  his  heart 
stood   still,  for   his   worst    fears   were   con- 
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firmed.  The  retreat  that  he  had  taken  such 
pains  to  keep  a  secret,  and  had  shrouded 
with  enough  mystery  to  make  the  goings 
and  comings  of  his  men  an  object,  not  of 
curiosity  amongst  the  simple  superstitious 
people,  but  alarm,  had  been  discovered,  and 
by  some  one  full  enough  of  enterprise  and 
daring  to  make  his  way  inside. 

The  first  thing  that  struck  his  attention 
was  a  tall,  stout  fir-pole,  which  had  evidently 
been  used  as  a  lever  to  dislodge  the  stone 
that  stopped  the  entrance,  and  on  going 
close  up  and  peering  in  he  could  see  a  dim 
light  burning  upon  one  of  the  ])arrels,  while 
a  figure  was  down  upon  its  knees  hard  at 
work  opening  a  case. 

^^The  pitiful  thief!"  said  Gil,  as  a 
movement  on  the  intruder's  part  let  the 
light  fall  upon  his  face.  *^  As  I  thought — 
Abel  Churr.  Well,  Master  Churr,"  he  mut- 
tered,  as  a  hard  look  came  over  his  face. 
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''  you  have  discovered  a  secret  that  should 
be  paid  for  with  death  —  the  due  meed 
awarded  to  a  thief." 

He  drew  his  long,  thin  sword,  and,  hold- 
ing it  before  him,  stepped  cautiously  for- 
ward ;  but  altering  his  mind,  he  thrust  it 
back  into  the  sheath  with  an  impatient 
ejaculation,  and  once  more  peered  over  the 
stones  between  them  at  where  the  marauder 
was  busily  prising  open  the  case. 

^'The  fool!"  muttered  Gil;  ^' if  that 
candle  burned  down  he  would  be  blown  to 
pieces.  What  cursed  luck  that  he  should 
have  found  us  out." 

He  took  another  step  forward  cautiously, 
to  avoid  being  heard,  lest  Churr  should  dash 
by  and  escape ;  but,  once  inside,  the  captain's 
person  blocked  the  way,  and  stepping  boldly 
forward,  Churr  started  up  with  a  shrill  cry, 
like  some  beast  when  tracked  to  its  lair. 

*^  You  dog!"  cried  Gil,  as  he  dashed  at 
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him,  receiving,  as  he  did  so,  a  heavy  blow 
from  the  iron  bar  with  which  the  adder- 
hunter  had  been  wrenching  open  the  case. 

He  staggered  back,  and  Churr  was  spring- 
ing over  him,  but  he  was  too  late,  for, 
recovering  himself,  Gil  seized  him  tightly, 
and  a  fierce  struggle  began. 

Churr  had  sprung  forward  so  sharply  that 
Gil  Carr  was  driven  to  the  narrow  platform 
beyond  the  stone,  and  the  struggle  took 
place  outside  the  cave.  But  it  was  not  of 
long  duration,  for  Churr  was  no  match  for 
the  well-built,  muscular  young  man,  who, 
after  wrestling  with  him  here  and  there, 
ended  by  wrenching  from  him  the  iron  bar, 
and  they  fell  heavily  on  the  narrow  shelf  of 
rock,  from  which,  if  either  slipped,  he  would 
go  down  some  forty  feet  perpendicular,  and 
then  crash  through  the  bushes  into  the  dark 
bed  of  the  rivulet  far  below. 

'^  What — what   are    you   going   to   do  ?  " 
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panted  Churr  at  last,  as  he  was  held  half 
over  the  side. 

'*  To  kill  you,  as  I  would  any  other 
thieving  rat  or  vermin  who  came  to  steal. 
But  tell  me  first  who  knows  of  this  place 
beside  you  ?  " 

^'  No  one,  not  a  soul,''  howled  ChmT. 
Then,  feeling  that  he  had  made  a  mistake, 
he  added  hastily,  '-  Only  a  few  trusty 
friends." 

'^  The  first  words  were  the  truth,"  said 
Gil,  sharply,  as  his  hand  sought  his  belt ; 
"  the  last  were  added  to  make  me  afraid  to 
kill  you,  lest  others  should  come  and  be 
aware  of  the  deed.  Abel  Churr,  you  have 
learned  a  secret,  and  you  must  have  known 
the  risk." 

"  But  I'll  never  tell,  and  I'll  never  come 
again.  I'll  never  help  it  to  a  soul,  or  say  a 
word  about  the  trade." 

"  Never,"  said  Gil  in  a  low  stern  voice. 
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It  was  quite  dark  now,  and  the  gloom  of 
the  ravine  seemed  heavier  than  ever  as  Abel 
Churr,  who  felt  that  his  end  was  near, 
wrenched  himself  slightly  round  to  gaze 
shudderingly  into  the  depths  below ;  and 
then  as  he  fancied  that  he  saw  the  flash  of  a 
knife  in  Gil's  disengaged  hand,  while  the 
other  held  him  tightly  by  the  belt,  he 
uttered  a  loud  shriek,  that  was  repeated 
from  the  rock  in  front,  to  die  off  in  whispers 
as  if  the  man  condemned  to  death  were 
already  on  his  way  to  the  unknown  shore, 
and  his  voice  could  be  heard  farther  and 
farther  as  he  onward  sped. 


269 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

HOW  TOM  CROFTLY  HAD  A  HOLIDAY. 

The  founder  yielded  one  day  to  Tom  Croftly 's 
importunities  and  gave  him  a  holiday,  which 
also  meant  taking  one  for  himself,  and  to 
thoroughly  enjoy  it  they  both  got  up  early. 

Tom  Croftly  was  first,  reaching  the  Pool- 
house  before  it  was  light,  and  just  as  the  black- 
birds had  begun  to  hunt  in  the  damp  corners 
for  slugs  and  snails. 

It  was  quite  an  hour  later  before  the 
founder  joined  him,  to  find  Tom  working 
away  with  the  heavy  old  wheelbarrow  and 
the  manure-fork. 

'^  Hallo,  Tom,  you  here?"  said  the  founder, 
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looking  eastward,  where  the  golden  orange 
flecks  told  of  the  coming  sun. 

^'Here?  Ay,  been  here  this  hour ;  most 
emptied  the  mixen,  and  got  a  brave  girt  bed 
made ;  but  who's  to  work  wi'  such  a  tool  as 
this  ?  "  and  he  held  up  the  fork. 

''  You,  if  you've  any  sense  in  your  head," 
growled  the  founder,  who  was  sleepy  yet. 

'Tve  got  some  sense  in  my  head,"  said 
Tom  Croftly  ;  '^  but  no  man  can't  work  with 
a  noo-fangled  tool  like  that.  I  never  see  such 
a  thing.  It  breaks  a  man's  back.  A  fork 
ought  to  have  three  tines  in  it." 

^^  And  I  say  it  ought  to  have  four,"  said 
the  founder,  tartly.  ^'  Why,  as  soon  as  you 
started  to  fork  dry  stuff  with  the  other  it 
all  began  to  tumble  through.  That  new 
four-tined  fork  holds  it." 

'^Ay,  and  'most  breaks  a  man's  back," 
grumbled  Tom  Croftly.  ^^  Falls  through? 
Why,  of  course  it  does.  That's  nat'ral,  and 
as  it  should.     It's  the  small  as  falls  through, 
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and  you  takes  up  all  the  crumbs  after  wi'  a 
shovel.  'Taint  like  having  a  holiday  to  work 
wi'  a  tool  like  that." 

^^  There,  get  on,"  said  the  founder,  "  and 
don't  grumble.     Lend  me  the  fork." 

He  seized  the  implement,  and  loaded  up 
the  barrow  easily  and  well,  turning  after- 
wards to  his  man, 

'^  There,  you  can't  do  better  than  that." 

^^  And  where's  your  crumbs  to  finish  off 
with  at  the  top  ?"  grumbled  Tom  Croftly. 
^^We  shan't  get  much  of  a  cucumber- bed, 
you'll  see." 

^^  Look  here,  Tom  Croftly,  if  you're  going 
to  grumble  like  this,  we'll  go  back  to  the 
f  oundry-work. " 

^^  Nay,  nay,  master." 

''  Thou  askedst  for  a  holiday,  and  I  said 
'  yes,'  and  here  it  is." 

'^  And  my  garden  wanted  it  badly,  master." 

"  Yes  ;  but  I'm  not  going  to  holiday  keep 
with  a  grumbler." 
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^'  I'll  never  say  another  word,  master, 
only  that  tool  felt  as  if  Mother  Goodhugh 
had  put  a  spell  upon  it.     Hoop !  wup  !  " 

The  two  latter  ejaculations  were  uttered 
by  the  founder's  man,  as  he  lifted  the  barrow- 
handles,  and  then  pushed  the  barrow  along 
over  the  dewy  grass-paths  to  where  the 
cucumber-bed  was  to  be  made." 

^'  Mother  Goodhugh  never  put  a  spell  on 
anything  in  her  life,"  said  the  founder, 
stoutly,  as  he  began  to  unload  the  barrow  in 
a  little  square  marked  out  by  four  strong  pegs. 

''  I  dunno  about  that,  master,"  said  Tom, 
rubbing  his  great  bullet-head. 

''Why,  Tom,  Tom,  thou'rt  never  such  a 
fool  as  to  believe  in  ghosts,  and  sprites,  and 
witches  ?  "  said  the  founder,  arranging  the 
stable  manure  carefully  with  the  fork. 

''Nay,  nay,  master.  Oh,  no.  I  don't 
believe  in  'em,  but  it  was  curus  that  the 
mould  should  blow  up  in  that  terrifying  way 
after  Mother  Goodhugh  had  been." 
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''  Curious  if  it  hadn't,"  cried  the  founder, 
patting  down  his  work.  ^'If  Tom  Croftly 
had  given  a  look  to  the  mould  first,  or  if  I 
had — as  I  ought  to  have  done— there  would 
have  been  no  explosion." 

"  Nay,  master,  I  think  she  ill-lucked  the 
mould." 

'^  And  I  think  she  poured  a  pail  of  water 
in,  my  lad.  Why,  Tom,  you're  six  feet  one 
high." 

^^  Six  foot  two  and  a  half,  master,"  said 
Tom,  in  a  self-satisfied  manner. 

'^  And  as  strong  as  a  horse." 

'^  Ay,  master,  I  am.  I  lifted  our  pony 
o£E  his  legs  the  other  day." 

"  And  yet  you're  afraid  of  that  poor  half- 
daft  old  woman." 

"Nay,  nay,  master;  not  afeard^'*  said  Tom, 
stoutly.  "I  never  felt  afeard  o'  Mother  Good- 
hugh  yet ;  but  you  see,  if  she  do  happen  like 
to  be  a  witch,  it  be  just  as  well  to  be  civil  to 
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her  like,  and  not  do  anything  to  make  her 


curse  one." 


'^  Curses  don't  do  any  harm,  Tom,  my 
lad,"  said  the  founder. 

^^  I  hope  they  don't,  master,  for   Mother 
Goodhugh  do  curse  you  a  deal." 

"  Let  her,"  said  the  founder. 

"  Shall  I  fetch  they  crumbs  in  a  trug, 
master?"  said  Tom,  watching  intently  the 
formation  of  the  cucumber-bed. 

'  ^  We  will  have  the  bed  a  deal  higher  yet, 
Tom,  and  put  the  crumbs  on  the  top,  and  a 
couple  o'  hills  of  nice  waim  earth  a' top  o' 
that.  We  must  have  some  finer  cucumbers 
this  year  than  Dame  Beckley  grows  up  at 
the  Moat." 

The  manufacture  of  the  cucumber-bed  went 
on,  and  Tom  Croftly  had  the  satisfaction  of 
fetching  the  ''  crumbs  "  in  a  trug  or  truck- 
basket  ;  after  which,  the  founder  and  he  had 
a  long  turn  at  the  patch  of  hops,  which  had 
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been  growing  rather  wild  and  away  from 
their  poles.  The  wild  ones  were  carefully 
twisted  round  the  supports,  and  tied  at  inter- 
vals with  rushes  to  keep  them  in  place,  after 
which,  it  being  seven  o'clock,  the  founder 
proposed  breakfast,  and  led  the  way  to  the 
house. 

Sir  Mark  had  accepted  an  invitation  the 
previous  day,  after  much  protesting  that  he 
was  still  too  weak  and  could  hardly  get 
about,  and  had  gone  to  dine  with  Sir 
Thomas  at  the  Moat,  and  stay  the  next  day 
over,  so  that  Mace  felt  herself  free  and 
forgetful  of  her  troubles.  She  set  aside 
the  haunting  thoughts  of  the  fate  of  the 
weapons  her  father  made,  and  devoted  her- 
self to  domestic  duties  that  had  of  late  fallen 
to  Janet's  lot. 

^^  Morning,  mistress  !"   cried  Tom,  coming 

smiling  in  at  the  kitchen  door,  through  which 

he  could  see  Mace  with  her  sleeves  rolled 

above   her  white  elbows  busily  trying  the 

T  2 
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new  cakes  that  had  been  baked  for  break- 
fast. 

"  Good  morning,  Tom,"  cried  Mace. 
^^  Quick,  Janet,  get  out  the  cold  bacon  and 
draw  a  mug  of  ale." 

Tom  smiled  broadly,  as  he  took  his  place 
at  the  white,  well-scrubbed  table,  for  it  was 
an  understood  thing  that  whenever  Tom 
Croftly  had  a  whole  holiday,  that  is  to 
say,  had  a  cessation  from  foundrywork  to 
go  in  the  garden,  he  had  his  meals  at  the 
house. 

The  founder's  breakfast  was  ready,  but 
he  was  called  away,  so  Mace  remained  busy 
about  the  kitchen,  going  in  and  out  of  the 
dairy  where  the  golden  butter  lay  in  rolls, 
and  the  yellow  cream  was  so  thick  in  the 
broad  pans  that  it  went  into  wrinkles  and 
crinkles,  like  an  old  woman's  face  when  it 
was  skimmed. 

The  glorious  sunshine  came  in  at  the  open 
door,  with  the  scent  of  the  flowers,  and  the 
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bees  buzzed  about  the  blossoms  as  they 
journeyed  to  and  from  their  round -topped 
hives,  while  Tom  Croftly  took  a  long 
draught  of  ale,  sighed,  and  then  began  work 
upon  the  new  loaf  and  bacon. 

''  This  be  a  fine  cut  o'  bacon,  mistress," 
said  he,  as  Mace  came  near. 

'^  I  am  glad  you  like  it,  Tom." 

'^  Ay,  I  like  the  bacon,  mistress,  but  this 
here  knife  *s  a  wonder.'' 

''  What,  isn't  it  sharp,  Tom  ?  " 

'^  Sharp,  mistress,  bean' t  nothing  to  it.  It 
be  terrifying  sharp,  and  it  be  as  keen  at 
the  back  as  it  be  at  the  front,  and  that's 
what  I  don't  like,  for  it's  risky  like  at  the 
corners  o'  your  mouth,  and  when  a  man's 
mouth  is  already  two  sizes  too  large,  it's  a 
pity  to  cut  it  bigger." 

^'  Take  another,  Tom,"  said  Mace,  placing 
one  for  him. 

'^  Thanky,  mistress,  that's  kindy  of  you," 
said   Tom.     *^Eh,  but  you   be  grown  into 
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a  flower.  Here»  only  t'other  day,  and  I  see 
thee  balancing  thyself  on  thy  two  pretty 
little  pink  legs,  and  couldn't  get  on  wi'  my 
work  for  watching  thee — lest  thou  should 
fall." 

^^You  always  were  very  kind  to  me,  Tom," 
said  Mace,  smiling. 

^^  And  always  will  be,"  said  Tom  Croftly ; 
'^for,  mistress,  it  did  my  heart  good  to 
see  thee  stick  up  for  the  master  again  that 
old  Mother  Goodhugh." 

"  Poor  weak  woman  !  "  said  Mace,  sadly. 

*'  Ay,  poor  weak  old  woman ;  but  she's 
got  a  sore  heart,  mistress,  like  as — as — 
some  one  else  have  as  I  knows  on." 

'«  Who's  that,  Tom  ?"  said  Mace. 

'^  Captain  Culverin  Carr,"  said  Tom,  strik- 
ing the  table  with  the  haft  of  the  knife. 
"Ah,  I  don't  like  dressed-up  jay-birds 
from  London." 

Mace  was  silent,  but  she  looked  at  their 
old    workman   with    eyes    that  were    half 


SWEET  MACE.  279 

alarmed,  half  angry,  and  hearing  her  father's 
voice  hurriedly  left  the  kitchen. 

'^  Ay,  so  his  heart  is  sore,'*  muttered  Tom 
Croftly,  after  a  glance  round  to  see  that 
he  had  not  been  heard.  '^  If  I  thought  that 
ill-wishing  that  London  spark  would  keep 
him  away  from  here,  I'd  give  Mother  Good- 
hugh  my  biggest  couple  o'  ducks — that  girt 
young  'un  and  his  brother." 

Tom   Croftly   stopped  and    sighed  for  a 
long  time  over  his  bread  and  bacon  before 
returning  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  holiday 
the  founder  did  not  join  him,  however,  fo 
a  good  half  hour  longer,  when  Mace  was  by 
his  side. 

That  was  a  golden  day  to  both — a  holiday 
indeed.  No  allusion  was  made  to  the  de- 
parture of  their  visitor,  neither  was  Gil's 
name  mentioned;  but,  as  if  some  burden  had 
been  removed  from  both  their  hearts,  they 
seemed  to  have  made  up  their  minds  to  have 
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one  (lay  such  as  they  had  been  accustomed 
to  in  what  seemed  like  the  olden  times. 

With  a  straw  hat  to  shade  her  bright  face, 
Mace  was  now  looking  on,  while  the  rasp- 
berry canes  that  had  broken  loose  were 
retied  to  their  stakes,  and  then  she  held  the 
knife  as  she  had  a  score  of  times  in  child- 
hood while  the  founder  went  down  upon 
his  knees  to  take  the  bindings  off  from  some 
freshly-grafted  trees,  commenting  upon  his 
work,  and  boasting  of  its  superiority  over 
the  grafting  done  at  Dame  Beckley's. 

Then  there  were  the  cuttings  of  those 
curious  plants  to  see  to  that  Gil  had  brought 
back  from  his  last  voyage,  and  they  seemed 
to  be  progressing  well,  all  but  one  that  was 
being  eaten  by  a  grub. 

Mace  listened  eagerly,  thinking  that  her 
father  would  mention  Gil's  name  now,  but 
he  went  on  weeding  out  a  few  interlopers 
before  he  seemed  to  recal  whence  the  cut- 


SWEET  MACE.  281 

tings  came,  and  then  he  frowned  and  turned 
off  to  another  part  of  the  garden. 

The  cloud  passed  away  directly,  and  they 
were  chatting  merrily  again  or  listening  to 
Tom  Croftly,  who  possessed  a  very  long 
tongue,  and  had  j)lenty  to  say. 

'^Lor',  Miss  Mace,  look  at  my  apple -trees, 
how  they  be  ahinging  down  a'ready!"  cried 
Tom.  Croftly.  ^'Look  at  the  girt  big  uns 
lumpeting  all  down  the  boughs.  I'll  have 
to  put  a  strod  under  yon  branch,  or  a  wilt 
be  breaking  down." 

'^  They  look  lovely,  Tom.  No  scarcity 
this  year." 

^^  Not  there,  mistress.  It  all  comes  o'  well 
wassailing  the  trees.  If  there's  anything 
I  like,  its  a  good  apple-howling  in  due 
season." 

^^  But  you  don't  think  it  makes  any  differ- 
ence, Tom?" 

'^Not  make  any  differ,  mistress?  Why 
look  at  my  trees  this  year." 
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^^  Oh,  they  are  loaded  enough,  Tom," 
said  Mace,  smiling;  ^'but  would  they  not 
have  borne  as  well  without  that  noise  the 
lads  made  on  New  Year's  Eve  ?" 

'^Not  they,  mistress.  I  like  the  boys  to 
come  round  to  the  orchards,  and  shout  and 
go  round  the  apple-trees  in  a  ring,"  he  said, 
stopping  to  hold  his  reaping-hook  horizont- 
ally, and  making  a  movement  with  his  left 
hand,  as  if  to  complete  the  circle,  while 
he  closed  his  eyes  and  repeated  the  follow- 
ing doggrel,  as  if  it  were  some  sacred 
verse : — 

'  Stand  fast,  root;  bear  well,  top  ; 
Pray  the  God  send  us  a  good  howling  crop. 
Every  twig  apples  big  ; 
Every  bongh  apples  enow; 
Hats  full,  caps  full. 
Full  quarters  sacks  full.' 

'^  That's  it,  mistress ;  that  brings  the 
apples.  There's  a  fine  cluster  o'  little  wild 
strawbries  here,"  he  cried,  as  he  ^^  brushed," 
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as  he  called  it,  the  thistles  and  nettles  that 
were  springing  up  under  the  orchard  trees. 

*^  I'll  bring  a  basket  and  pick  them,  Tom,'' 
cried  Mace ;  and  she  ran  quickly  back  to  the 
house. 

^^A  swap  soon  gets  dull,  master,"  said 
Tom,  stopping  to  sharpen  the  broad-bladed 
reaping-hook  he  held,  and  gazing  the  while 
after  Mace.  ''  Eh,  but  it  ought  to  be  a  girt 
and  good  man,  master,  who  has  young 
mistress  for  a  wife.  A  king  wouldn't  be 
good  enough  for  she." 

^^  Right,  Tom,"  said  the  founder.  ^^  Hallo, 
what's  the  matter  ?  "  he  cried,  as  Mace  came 
running  back  in  a  state  of  great  excitement. 

'^  The  bees,  father — a  swarm." 

Down  went  Tom  Croftly's  hook  and 
whet-stone,  and  away  he  and  the  founder 
ran  to  where. the  bees  were  in  full  flight,  a 
late  colony,  after  hanging  in  a  pocket-shaped 
cluster  outside  their  straw  dome  for  days, 
having  at  last  persuaded  their  queen  to  start. 
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It  was  a  headlong  flight,  but  not  off  and 
away,  for  as  the  founder  and  his  man  came 
up  it  was  to  find  that  the  busy  little  insects 
were  darting  to  and  fro,  as  if  bound  to 
describe  as  many  elongated  diamonds  as 
they  could  in  the  hot  sunshine.  There  was 
a  sharp  angry  buzzing  hum  in  the  air, 
and,  after  running  into  the  kitchen,  Tom 
came  back  with  a  broken  poker  and  the 
brass  preserving-pan,  which  he  belaboured 
wildly  like  a  gong,  evidently  under  the 
belief  that  the  bees  would  be  charmed  or 
stunned  into  repose. 

^^  Nothing  like  dinging  'em  well,  master," 
he  cried,  as  the  bees  darted  here  and  there. 
'^  They  won't  sting  thee,  mistress.  There, 
look  at  the  pretties!"  he  cried.  ^^Well 
done  !  What  a  cast,  and  as  big  as  a  May-day 
swarm." 

This  was  as  he  saw  that  the  queen  had 
settled  upon  a  pendent  branch  of  a  young 
plum-tree,  the  workers  clustering  round  and 
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over  and  under,  and  clinging  one  to  the 
other,  till  there  was  a  great  insect  mass, 
which  made  the  bough  drop  lower  and  lower 
till  it  nearly  touched  the  ground. 

*^  That  be  the  very  place  to  have  'em, 
master,"  he  cried.  '^Now,  mistress,  thou'lt 
take  them,  won't  thee  ?  It's  a  fine  girt 
swarm.  Ye  marn't  be  afraid,  and  they  won't 
hurt  thee.     I'll  fetch  a  hive." 

He  trotted  off,  leaving  father  and  daughter 
watching  the  great  mass  of  bees  hanging 
some  two  feet  from  the  ground;  and  soon 
after  Tom  Croftly  returned  with  a  clean 
hive,  which  he  busily  rubbed  with  sugar  dis- 
solved in  beer,  while  he  held  a  bee-board 
under  his  arm. 

'^Now,  mistress,  art  ready?"  he  cried. 

*^Nay,  Tom,  I'll  take  them  myself,"  said 
the  founder.     "  We  mustn't  have  her  stung." 

He  took  the  hive  from  his  man,  placed 
it  beneath  the  great  ball  of  insects,  and  gave 
the  branch  a  quick  sharp  shake,  with  the 
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result  that  nearly  all  fell  into  the  hive. 
Another  shake  sent  in  the  rest,  so  that  it 
seemed  as  if  they  must  be  crushed  or  in- 
furiated into  stinging  him  to  death;  but, 
though  some  rose  and  buzzed  around  his 
head,  he  quietly  placed  the  bee-board, 
handed  to  him  by  Tom,  over  the  open 
hive,  deftly  reversed  it,  placed  it  under  the 
shade  of  the  tree,  and  left  it  there  for  the 
insects  to  settle  in  their  new  home. 

The  bees  had  been  left  but  a  few  minutes, 
when,  with  his  face  lit  up  with  smiles,  the 
founder  exclaimed, 

^^Why,  Mace,  that's  been  a  warm  job. 
Tom  Croftly  would  like  a  mug  of  ale  to 
drink  success  to  the  swarm." 

^^And  you  will  have  one,  too,  under  the 
apple-tree,  father  ;  and — just  one  pipe." 

^^Get  out!"  cried  the  founder,  ^^ putting 
temptation  in  a  weak  man's  way."  But  he 
went  to  the  large  seat  under  the  old  apple- 
tree,  that  spread  its  longest   branches   over 
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the  Pool,  and  had  just  settled  himself  down 
as  Mace  returned  with  his  big  silver  tankard, 
pipe,  and  tobacco. 

^^Hah!  that's  prime!"  he  said,  as  he 
seated  himself  in  an  easier  position,  gazing 
through  his  half-closed  eyes  at  his  luxuriant 
garden  and  the  glistening  surface  of  the 
Pool.  ''Why,  here  comes  the  parson.  Hey 
there.  Master  Peasegood :  just  in  time  !  " 

The  stout  clerk  had  seen  the  founder  in 
his  garden,  and  came  panting  up,  his  face 
seeming  to  grow  broader  as  he  neared  the 
apple-tiee. 

^'Hah!"  he  sighed,  shaking  hands  as  he 
sat  down,  ''  what  weak  creatures  mortals 
are.  Here  have  I  been  murmuring  against 
the  heat,  and  the  great  burden  of  flesh  I 
have  to  bear,  and  all  the  time  there  is  rest 
and  refreshment  waiting  to  be  offered  to  me. 
Mace,  my  darling,  if  I  were  not  a  parson,  I'd 
say  by  the  hand  of  an  angel.    Thanks,  child. 
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thanks!  Cobbe,  here's  thy  good  health,  man. 
May'st  thou  never  be  as  fat  as  I." 

He  drank  heartily  and  passed  the  flagon 
to  the  founder,  who  tapped  the  lid  up  and 
down  as  he  said  with  a  look  of  pride :  "  My 
own  barley,  parson  —  malted  myself ;  my 
own  hops  —  grew  yonder ;  and  the  ale  — 
brewed  in  my  own  tub.  Good  as  Dame 
Beckley's  home-made  wine,  eh  ?  " 

'^  Don't  talk  about  it,  goodman,"  cried 
the  parson,  with  a  look  of  disgust.  '^Come, 
thou  hast  raised  a  desire  to  take  the  taste 
out  of  my  mouth  that  seemed  to  come  in. 
Give  me  the  flagon  once  again." 

The  founder  passed  the  ale,  and  the 
visitor  took  another  draught  of  so  vigorous 
a  kind  that,  after  the  operation.  Mace  started 
off  to  refill  the  vessel. 

^^Ah!"  sighed  Master  Peasegood,  ^^the 
dreadful  draughts  that  good,  weak  woman  has 
presented  me  to  drink  are  something  terrible 
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to  tliink  of :  —  agrimony  tea,  balm  wine, 
camomile  tea,  and  a  score  more ;  but  the 
worst  of  all  is  that  dreadful  juice  of  her  sour 
well-squeezed  grapes,  that  she  calleth  wine. 
Master  Cobbe,  will  you  kindly  pass  the  ale, 
and  methinks  I'll  take  a  pipe." 

The  parson  dined  with  them,  and  stayed 
on  as  if  to  supper ;  Tom  Croftly  enjoying 
the  rest  of  his  holiday  his  own  way,  which 
was  in  ^'  terrifying  weeds,"  as  he  called  it, 
chopping  away  with  a  hoe  at  the  luxuriance 
that  sprang  up  in  the  moist,  fertile  garden. 
In  the  evening  the  seat  beneath  the  apple- 
tree  was  occupied,  and  they  sat  and  talked  as 
the  soft  running  murmur  of  the  water  came 
pleasantly  to  their  ears,  while  Mace,  in  the 
enjoyment  of  the  pleasant  hours,  and  for- 
getful of  her  love-troubles  for  the  time, 
worked  as  long  as  she  could  see.  Sir  Mark 
was  forgotten,  and,  in  spite  of  one  painful 
remembrance,  Gil's  bronzed,  handsome  face 

VOL.  I.  u 
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filled  her  fancy  as  she  listened  to  the  whirr 
of  the  nightjar  from  the  oak  plantation,  and 
from  the  bosky  clumps  away  towards  the 
ironstone  hills  the  thrush's  evening  hymn ; 
and  then  away  and  away  for  miles  till 
the  sweet  songs  sounded  faint  and  died 
away. 

Sweet  halt  in  the  journey  of  her  life. 
Sweet  music  of  water  and  song-bird.  Sweet 
scent  of  rose  and  clematis  climbing  round 
the  windows  of  the  house.  The  very  air 
laden  with  sweetness,  so  that  Mace  asked 
herself  why  she  had  ever  felt  unhappy  when 
she  was  surrounded  by  such  joys. 

Not  one  word  or  thought  had  for  hours 
been  given  to  Sir  Mark,  and  he  had,  as  it 
were,  dropped  out  of  her  memory  for  the 
time,  till,  just  as  supper  was  ready.  Mace 
saw  Tom  Croftly  making  signs  to  her  with 
the  handle  of  his  hoe. 

She    rose,    and   left    her    father    talking 
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earnestly  with  the  parson,  to  go  to  where 
the  foundryman  was  standing  waiting  for 
her  to  come. 

''  I've  about  terrified  all  them  weeds,  mis- 
tress," he  said,  ^'  and  I'm  going  home. 
The  bees  be  all  right,  and  I've  had  a  rare 
fine  day  ;  but  there  be  some'at  as  I  want  to 
say  to  thee,  child,  and  I  don't  quite  like  to 
speak." 

''  What  is  it,  Tom  ?"  said  Mace.  ''  Is  it 
anything  I  can  do  for  you  ?  " 

''  Yes,  mistress,  it  be ;  though  I  beant 
quite  sattled  in  my  mind  whether  I  ought 
to  tell'ee.  Did  that  there  trug  as  I  made 
you  do,  mistress  ?  " 

^*  Oh,  capitally,  Tom.  It  just  holds 
enough  fruit  for  one  day's  picking." 

'^  That  be  right,  mistress,  and  I  be  glad. 
I  got  the  best  'ood  I  could.  All  alder  'ood, 
and  well  seasoned  ;  and " 

''  You  want  me  to  do  something  for  you, 
Tom?" 

u2 
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'^  Well,  yes,  mistress.  My  pretty  little 
mistress  as  I've  knowed  ever  since  thou 
couldst  toddle.  Thou  won't  be  hurt  like 
and  rate  me  if  I  speak  ?  " 

^*  No,  Tom,  I  will  not,"  said  Mace,  won- 
dering what  his  request  would  be. 

'^  Then  don't  you  be  guiled  into  listening 
unto  that  fine  London  spark,  mistress,  for 
he's  a  bad  'un,  fond  o'  wenching,  and  not 
good  enough  for  thee." 

Tom  Croftly  did  not  wait  for  an  answer 
to  his  prayer,  but  hurried  away  in  a  shame- 
faced fashion,  leaving  Mace  with  her  breast 
heaving  and  the  colour  burning  in  her 
cheeks.  The  tears  rose  to  her  eyes,  and  she 
seemed  to  awaken  once  more  to  the  realities 
of  the  present,  and,  as  if  to  complete  the 
disillusioning  of  her  heart,  she  heard  the 
tramp  of  a  horse,  and  as  she  rejoined  her 
father  she  heard  the  stout  parson  say — 

'^  Hey,  Master  Cobbe,  here  comes  thy 
gay  visitor.      I  think  I'll  not  stay  supper. 
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I'll  say  good-night.  Ah,  Mace,  my  child, 
you  there  ?  Farewell,  my  darling.  Good 
night." 

He  rolled  ofp,  meeting  Sir  Mark  by  the 
bridge,  as  the  latter  caught  sight  of  Mace's 
dress  through  the  trees,  and  effectually 
blocking  the  knight's  way  as  he  tried  to  be 
polite,  till  such  time  as  Mace  had  reached 
her  room  to  sit  for  hours  thinking  of  Sir 
Mark's  return.  Then  she  found  herself 
wondering  what  Gil  was  doing,  and  whether 
she  ought  ever  to  give  him  a  thought  now 
as  she  recalled  the  scene  which  she  had 
witnessed  with  Mistress  Anne. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

HOW  GIL  AND  SIR  MARK  MEASURED  SWORDS. 

^^  A  COURTIER,"  said  Sir  Mark,  smiling.  ^^  Well 
perhaps  I  am ;  but  see  how  I  have  taken  to 
this  rustic,  delicious  life.  I  have  felt  like 
another  man  since  I  have  been  here." 

'*  Indeed,  Sir  Mark,"  said  Mace  gravely, 
as  they  stood  a  couple  of  evenings  later  in 
the  founder's  hayfield,  where  the  stack  now 
stood  waiting  for  its  crowning  of  straw. 

*'  Yes,  indeed,"  he  cried.  ''  Look  here;  I 
have  been  with  your  men  to-day  and  yester- 
day when  they  piled  up  this  sweet-scented 
hay,  and  I  am  growing  quite  a  farmer.  I 
know  that  Master  Cobbe  was  rather  too 
hurried  in  getting  it  up,  and  that  it  reeks 
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too  much,  and  that  if  it  were  covered  in  now 
it  would  go  bad.'' 

'^  Indeed?"  said  Mace,  and  speaking  as  if 
her  thoughts  were  far  away. 

'^  Yes,  indeed,"  he  cried  ;  ^'  and  I  am 
growing  wise  in  gun-casting  and  powder- 
making.  I  am  learning  day  by  day ;  but 
above  all,  sweet  Mace,  I  am  learning  how 
vain  and  hollow  is  the  world  to  which  I  have 
belonged,  and  how  happiness  is  not  to  be 
found  there." 

^'  You  are  talking  in  riddles,  Sir  Mark," 
replied  Mace,  dragging  herself  back  as  it 
were  to  listen  to  his  words. 

^^  Read  my  riddles,  then,''  he  cried,  in  a 
low  tone,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm, 
and  arrested  her  by  the  meadow-path. 
''Mace,  dearest,  listen  to  me— but  for  a  few 
moments.  No,  no ;  do  not  hasten— the 
evening  is  early  yet,  and  where  could  be 
fitter  place  for  what  I  would  say  than  this 
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sweetly-scented  mead,  where  the  soft  even- 
ing breeze  seems  to  whisper  of  that  which 
fills  my  heart  ?  Mace,  dearest,  I  love  you 
with  all  my  heart." 

^'  Sir  Mark,"  she  said,  turning  to  look 
half  wonderingly,  half  in  anger,  in  his 
flushed  face,  ^^do  you  forget  that  you  are 
my  father's  guest ;  that  this  is  no  place  of 
gallantry,  but  that  I,  his  simple,  country- 
born  child,  am  a  mere  rustic,  and  unfit  for 
such  as  you  ?  " 

'^  Unfit!  '*  he  cried.  ^^  Shame,  when  you 
are  beautiful  as  the  fairest  woman  of  King 
James's  court." 

*^  The  evening  is  growing  damp.  Sir 
Mark,"  said  Mace  coldly. 

«<  Why  are  you  so  distant  ?  "  he  whispered, 
trying  to  take  her  hand.  ''  Nay,  na)^,  this 
is  too  bad,  you  must  have  seen,  you  must 
know,  that  I  love  you." 

*'  I  have  seen,  sir,  that  it  has  pleased  you 
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to  pass  compliments,  as  seems  to  be  a 
favourite  habit  of  yours,  and  you,  sir,  must 
have  seen  that  they  caused  me  pain." 

^^  Pain?  When  I'd  give  my  right  hand, 
my  very  life,  to  save  you  from  a  single 
pang !  IMace,  you  know  why  I  have  lingered 
here,  even  to  getting  in  disgrace  with  my 
Royal  master,  that  I  might  be  near  you ; 
and  now  for  reward  you  grow  cold  as  if  we 
had  never  met  before." 

'^  Sir  Mark,  I  must  return  home." 

^^  Yes,  directly,  sweet;  but,  Mace,  listen 
to  me.  You  cannot,  you  will  not,  be  so  cold 
as  this  ?  " 

^'  Sir  Mark,"  replied  the  girl,  '^  does  my 
father  know  that  you  meant  to  speak  to  me 
thus?" 

"  Pest  on  her  particular  ways,"  he  mut- 
tered. Then  aloud,  ^^No;  but  he  shall 
know,  if  you  wish  it,  sweet." 

''  If  I  wish  it,  Sir  Mark !  I  do  wish  it ; 
and  tell  him  at  the  same  time  what  I  tell 


298  SWEET  MACE. 

you  now,  that  I  say  I  cannot  listen  to  your 
words." 

He  was  so  taken  aback  by  her  firmness 
that  she  swung  open  the  gate  and  passed 
hastily  along  the  road  leading  to  the  house, 
looking  excited,  tearful,  and  greatly  agitated 
— a  state  of  agitation  increased  as  she  en- 
countered Gil  half-way,  and  knew  that  he 
must  see  her  excited  manner. 

'^  Mace,''  he  said,  sternly,  "  I  want  a  few 
words  with  you." 

'*  Not  now ;  not  now,"  she  said. 

''  Yes,  now,"  he  cried,  angrily.  ''  I  cannot 
bear  this  coldness  longer.  You  must,  you 
shall,  listen  to  me." 

"  No,  no,"  she  cried  ;  ''  another  time." 

"  Why  another  time?"  he  said.  "Ah,  I 
see,"  he  cried,  with  jealous  fury,  for,  glan- 
cing beyond  her,  he  suddenly  became  aware 
of  the  figure  of  Sir  Mark  approaching  them ; 
and,  turning  a  curious,  inquiring  look  upon 
the    girl,   he    glanced    back    at    Sir    Mark- 
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"  There  is  the  reason,  then.  And  it  is  for 
this  gay  court-bird  that  rough  Gilbert  Carr 
is  thrown  aside." 

Had  it  been  lighter  he  would  not,  in  his 
then  excited  mood,  have  read  aright  the  look 
of  reproach  in  the  poor  girl's  face  as  she 
hurried  onward  to  hide  the  burning  tears 
that  flooded  her  eyes,  and  reached  home  to 
find  Father  Brisdone  waiting  by  the  garden- 
gate. 

"  Ah,  my  child,"  he  said,  saluting  her;  "  a 
goodly  evening.  How  sweet  the  wild  flowers 
smell !  Why,  what  is  wrong  ?  You  seem  in 
trouble." 

"  Yes,  yes,  father,"  she  whispered,  ex- 
citedly. "  A  sudden  fear  has  assailed  me. 
Go  down  towards  the  meadow,  follow  them 
into  the  wood,  if  they  have  gone  there ;  my 
heart  tells  of  mischief." 

''  They  ?  Who,  child  ?  "  said  the  father, 
quickly. 
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''  Sir  Mark— Gilbert  Carr.  I  fear  they 
will  quarrel." 

''  Have  they  cause  ? "  said  the  father,  in- 
quiringly. "  Here  is  Master  Peasegood. 
He  was  to  meet  me.  Well  met,  Brother 
Joseph,"  he  said,  as  the  stout  clerk  waddled 
up.  *'  Leave  it  to  us,  dear  child,  and  we 
will  bring  these  mad  boys  to  their  senses." 

''  Mad  boys — senses!  "  cried  Master  Pease- 
good,  mopping  his  face.  ''  What  i^?  wrong  ? 
You  don't  mean  that  this  Sir  Mark  and  the 
Captain — ?     Oh  fie.  Mace,  my  child,  fie  !  " 

"  Master  Peasegood,  if  you  have  any 
feeling  for  me,"  cried  Mace,  in  hot  indig- 
nation, "go  and  interpose  before  there  is 
mischief  done." 

"  Phew  !  "  whistled  the  clerk.  ''  Brother 
Brisdone,  come  along." 

It  was  time  they  started,  especially  as 
Master  Peasegood's  bravest  pace  was  a  very 
slow  one,  for  no  sooner  had  Mace  hurried 
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away  than,  with  his  anger  and  jealousy 
completely  mastering  him,  Gil  strode  towards 
Sir  Mark,  who,  on  seeing  him  approach,  far 
from  attempting  to  avoid  the  meeting,  leaned 
back  against  the  gate,  and  stared  at  his 
rival  with  a  cool  exasperating  mien. 

Gilbert   Carr    had   been     a    fighting-man 
from  the  time  he  had  first  learned  to  handle 
a  sword ;  he  had  also  been  in  command  of  a 
ship  in  many  a  perilous  time,  and  the  result 
of  his  training  had  been  to  teach  him  the 
necessity  of  coolness  in  danger.     This  was  a 
perilous  time,  and  from  old  custom  he  began 
at  once  to  master  his  excitement,  and  pre- 
pare himself  for  the  encounter  that  he  felt 
must  take  place.     He    was   as  hot  and  de- 
termined as  ever,  but  he  felt  that  he  must 
gain  the  mastery  over  this  court  gallant,  or 
he  would  never  feel  happy  more.     It  would 
result  in  his  increasing   Mace's   displeasure 
perhaps,  but  in  his  cooler  moments  he  might 
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feel  the  deepest  sorrow  for  having  caused 
her  pain. 

All  the  same,  though,  the  thought  came 
upon  him  that  Mace's  name  must  be  left 
out  of  the  quarrel.  It  would  be  cruel  in 
the  extreme  to  have  it  known  far  and  wide 
that  he  and  this  knight  had  fought  about 
Mace  Cobbe.  It  would  be  like  a  blow  at 
her  reputation,  and,  besides,  whatever  he 
might  know  in  his  heart  of  hearts.  Sir  Mark 
should  not  have  the  satisfaction  of  jeering 
at  him  as  the  successful  lover. 

No,  there  should  be  some  other  cause  for 
the  fight  that  would  ensue,  and  it  was  easy 
to  find  one. 

Easier  than  Gilbert  Carr  expected,  for  Sir 
Mark,  stung  by  disappointment  and  the  cold 
manner  in  which  Mace  had  received  his  de- 
claration, after  he  had,  as  he  thought,  care- 
fully laid  siege  to  and  won  her,  was  just  in 
the  humour  to  quarrel  with   a   fly.     From 
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where  he  stood  he  had  seen  Gil  stop  and 
speak  to  the  maiden,  and  it  seemed  to  him 
that  she  had  sent  Gil  on  to  chastise  him  for 
his  insolence. 

^^  A  confounded  little  rustic  coquette!"  he 
muttered  ;  "  and  now  she  sends  her  bully  to 
me.  Curse  him,  he  thinks  I  am  weak  with 
illness  and  easily  managed.  Let  him  mind, 
or  I  may  deal  differently  with  him  to  what  I 
did  with  the  old  founder.'' 

As  Gil  came  nearer,  asking  himself  how 
he  should  commence  the  quarrel,  Sir  Mark's 
rage  was  ready  to  master  him,  for  he  began 
to  feel  that  all  his  courtly  adulation  had 
been  thrown  away  ;  that  the  founder's 
daughter  had  listened  in  her  calm,  self-con- 
tained way,  while  he  had  fooled  himself 
into  the  belief  that  he  was  moulding  her, 
like  soft  wax,  to  his  will ;  and  all  the  time 
this  Carr  held  the  key  of  her  heart,  and  was 
preferred. 
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*^  Curse  him,  let  him  mind,"  he  muttered. 
^'  I  know  one  or  two  stoccatos  that  he  can 
never  have  learned ;  and  if  I  had  him  at  my 
feet,  run  through  the  body,  why  it  would  be 
a  service  to  King  James,  for  the  fellow  is  no 
better  than  a  buccaneer.'' 

Gril  came  steadily  up,  towards  the  gate, 
still  at  a  loss  what  to  say,  when  Sir  Mark 
insolently  faced  him,  drew  himself  up,  and, 
staring  from  his  crown  to  his  feet  and  back 
again,  said  sharply,  — 

''  Were  you  sent  to  talk  to  me  ?  " 
*^  No,"  said  Gil,  sharply,  ^'  I  was  not." 
^^Oh!"    replied   Sir  Mark,  caressing   his 
pointed  beard ;    '^  I   thought,    perhaps,    the 

young  lady  of " 

''Hold  that  prating  tongue,"  cried  Gil, 
angrily,  ''or  I  may  slit  it,  to  teach  it  manners. 
I  was  not  sent  to  talk  to  you,  but  I  came  to 
seek  and  know  more  of  the  man  who  has 
thought  proper  to  settle  himself  down  here. 
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Hark  ye !  my  good  knight  and  follower  of 
King  James,  the  Solomon,  the  wise  hater  of 
tobacco,  I  want  to  know  your  business  ?  " 

^'  Let  us  see,"  replied  Sir  Mark,  insolently. 
"  Are  you  authorised  to  inquire  ?  E^ecollect, 
fellow,  that  you  are  addressing  one  of  his 
Majesty's  officers." 

^'  I  authorise  myself,"  said  Gil,  quietly, 
as  he  fought  hard  to  keep  down  his  rage 
and  be  cool.  ^^  As  for  his  Majesty  and  his 
officers,  tell  him  that  down  here  in  the  south 
are  some  staunch  men,  who  care  no  more  for 
him,  his  laws,  and  his  thick-tongued  utter- 
ances, than  they  do  for  his  messengers,  how- 
ever gaily  they  may  be  clad.'' 

*^  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  I  could  have 
you  seized,  good  fellow,  and  laid  by  the 
heels  in  prison  till  such  time  as  it  pleased  his 
Majesty  to  have  you  tried  for  sedition,  and 
then  hung  or  shot  for  the  peace  of  his  land." 

''  A  way  that  would  seem  most  meet  to 
you,  I  presume,"  said  Gil,  quietly. 
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^'  He  is  beside  himself  with  rage,  and  yet 
trying  to  madden  me,  but  I'll  keep  cool  and 
urge  him  on,"  thought  Sir  Mark. 

^'I  shall  strike  him  directly,  if  he  talks  to 
me  like  that,"  thought  Gil. 

''  Let  me  see,"  said  Sir  Mark,  gazing  at 
his  rival  with  half -closed  eyes  ;  '^  I  have 
pretty  well  mastered  your  life,  my  good 
fellow  ;  and  the  country  would  be  purified  if 
you  were  away.  You  are  one  of  Raleigh's 
crew  of  buccaniering  rufHers." 

'^  Sir,"  cried  Gil,  proudly,  '^  I  am  the  son 
of  one  of  the  band  of  brave  men  who  went 
out  with  that  injured  knight,  and  who  look 
with  the  most  utter  contempt  upon  the  north- 
country  faithless  puppet  who  sent  him  to  the 
block.  Pah ;  he  and  his  followers  stink  in 
the  nostrils  of  all  good  men  and  true.  Let 
me  see,''  cried  Gil,  seizing  his  opportunity, 
"  by  your  broad  speech,  sir,  you  are  one  of 
the  paltry,  ragged  Scots  who  came  south 
with  Solomon  to  seek  a  home." 
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'^  You  lie,  you  scurrilous  knave,''  said  Sir 
Mark,  stung  to  the  quick  by  this  last;  "  I  am 
the  son  of  a  gentleman,  who  knows  how  to 
avenge  an  insult.'' 

As  he  spoke  he  sprang  forward  and  struck 
Gil  in  the  chest  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 

The  blow  was  sharply  given,  and  with  all 
the  young  man's  force ;  but  Gil  did  not 
budge  an  inch.  This  was  what  he  sought, 
and,  drawing  back  from  the  gate,  he  made 
way  for  the  knight  to  pass. 

Sir  Mark,  evidently  fearing  treachery, 
drew  his  sword,  but  Gil  had  no  thought  of 
foul  play. 

*'  I  make  way  for  you.  Sir  Mark,"  he 
said,  grimly.  ^^  Walk  on  first,  sir,  while  you 
can." 

Sir  Mark  started  at  the  grim  significance 

of  his  companion's  words ;   and  then,  full  of 

doubt  in  the  other's  honesty,  he  strode  along 

a  path  pointed  out  by  his  rival,  fighting  hard 

x2 
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to  keep  from  looking  back  to  see  if  lie  were 
in  danger  of  a  treacherous  blow. 

"  Turn  to  the  left,  Sir  Mark,"  said  Gil, 
suddenly ;  "I  presume  you  do  not  wish  our 
meeting  to  be  interrupted,  and  it  may  be  if 
we  stay  within  the  wood." 

''  Where  would  you  go,  then  ?  "  cried  Sir 
Mark,  sharply,  for  he  felt  his  courage  fail 
somewhat  in  the  presence  of  a  man  who 
grew  cooler  each  moment. 

"  The  lower  furnace-house  seems  the  like- 
liest spot  to  me,"  said  Gil,  quickly.  '^  It 
will  be  deserted  at  this  hour  ;  there  will  be  a 
good  light  from  the  roasting  ore,  and  the 
clash  of  our  swords  will  be  unheard.  More- 
over, there  will  be  a  shorter  distance  to  carry 
the  body  of  the  man  who  falls." 

Sir  Mark  shuddered,  but  he  made  no 
sign ;  and,  following  the  direction  pointed 
out  by  Gil,  the  two  young  men  came  out  of 
the  wood  below  the  wheel,  crossed  the  stream 
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by  a  plank  bridge,  and  then,  passing  through 
two  or  three  thick  plantations,  surrounding 
as  many  powder^ sheds,  they  entered  a  wide 
stone  building,  whose  floor  was  of  furnace- 
cinder  and  charcoal ;  and,  as  they  stood  face 
to  face,  the  place  was  far  more  light  than 
the  wood. 

Without  another  word,  Gil  divested  him- 
self of  cap  and  doublet,  drawing  his  sword, 
and  throwing  down  belt  and  sheath,  in  all  of 
which  he  was  imitated  by  Sir  Mark,  who, 
now  that  he  was  face  to  face  with  the  peril, 
seemed  to  lose  a  good  deal  of  his  nervous- 
ness, though  the  coolness  of  his  enemy  stag- 
gered him. 

"  Your  sword,  sir,"  said  Gil,  holding  out 
his  hand ;  but  Sir  Mark  shrank  back,  and 
stood  upon  his  defence. 

"  I  merely  wished  to  measure  them,"  said 
Gil,  contemptuously,  as  he  threw  his  own 
upon  the  charcoal  floor.  "Measure  them 
yourself." 
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Shamed  by  his  rival's  greater  show  of  con- 
fidence. Sir  Mark  made  an  effort  over  his 
suspicious  nature,  picked  up  Gil's  sword,  and, 
holding  both  by  the  blades  as  they  flashed  in 
the  warm  red  glow  of  the  furnace,  he  handed 
them  to  Gil. 

"Nay,"  he  said;  "measure  them  yourself." 

Gil  smiled  as  he  took  the  weapons,  laid 

the  blades  together,  and  finding  his  own  to 

be  fully  three  inches  the  longer,  he  handed 

it  by  the  blade  to  Sir  Mark. 

"  That  is  not  my  weapon,"  said  the  latter, 
suspiciously.  "Give  me  my  own  sword, 
fellow." 

"Not  I,"  said  Gil ;  "mine  is  three  inches 
longer  in  the  blade,  and  I  am  not  going  to 
have  it  said  that  I  killed  thee  by  taking  a 
foul  advantage.     We  have  no  seconds,  sir." 

Sir  Mark  hesitated  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then,  with  the  longer  weapon,  placed  himself 
on  guard  with  a  good  deal  of  the  ceremony 
taught    in    the    fencing-schools,    while    Gil 
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quietly  crossed  swords  with  him,  and  the 
fight  began. 

It  was  a  curious  sight  in  that  black-floored 
building,  lit  by  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  charcoal- 
furnace,  whose  illuminating  powers  sufficed 
to  produce  a  ruddy  twilight — nothing  more 
— through  whicli  the  figures  of  the  contend- 
ing men  could  be  seen  in  rapid  motion,  as 
their  flashing  blades  gritted  edge  against 
edge,  and  passes  were  rapidly  exchanged. 

Both  fenced  well,  and  at  the  end  of  a 
couple  of  minutes  they  fell  back  by  mutual 
consent.  No  advantage  had  been  obtained  on 
either  side.  Each  of  them  had,  however, 
fully  awakened  to  the  fact  that  he  had  no 
contemptible  enemy  to  deal  with ;  and  as 
with  recovered  breath  they  crossed  swords 
once  more  it  was  with  increased  caution,  and 
pass  and  parry  followed  with  each  exerting 
all  his  skill. 

Gil  fought,  in  spite  of  his  apparent  calm- 
ness, with  terrible  fury,  for  he  was  face  to 
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face  with  tlie  man  whom  he  believed  to  have 
blasted  his  happiness,  and  three  times  over 
the  keenly-pointed  blade  he  held  passed 
through  his  adversary's  linen  shirt,  literally 
grazing  the  skin. 

On  his  own  side  in  the  dim  light  he  had 
had  enough  to  do  to  hold  his  own,  for  it  was 
only  by  the  most  skilful  fencing  that  he  was 
able  to  throw  aside  Sir  Mark's  fierce  thrusts, 
one  of  which  inflicted  a  skin  wound  in  his 
shoulder,  and  another  grazed  his  hip. 

They  pressed  each  other  in  turn  to  and 
fro  near  the  furnace-mouth,  where  the  man 
who  faced  it  gained  no  advantage,  for  he 
was  thrown  up  so  distinctly  to  his  adver- 
sary's view,  and  then  back  right  into  the 
gloomiest  corner  of  the  great  building, 
where  it  was  so  dark  that  the  danger  was 
the  same. 

The  swords  gritted  and  flashed  once  or 
twice,  emitting  faint  sparks ;  the  contending 
men's  breath  came  thicker  and  faster  as  they 
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strove  on,  the  sweat  in  the  heated  place 
trickling  down  their  faces  in  glittering 
beads ;  and  the  fight  had  grown  furious  as 
each,  yielding  to  the  fierce  excitement  of 
standing  face  to  face  with  an  enemy,  strove 
with  all  his  might  to  rob  that  foeman  of  his 
life. 

At  last,  being  the  stronger  and  more  skil- 
ful with  his  weapon,  Gil  drove  his  adversary 
back,  step  by  step,  delivering  thrusts  with 
lightning-like  rapidity,  every  one  as  it  suc- 
ceeded the  other  being  more  feebly  parried  ; 
and  at  last,  with  a  strange  sense  of  grati- 
fied passion  in  his  breast,  Gil  pressed  him 
more  sorely,  as  he  felt  that  he  was  in 
his  power,  when,  just  as  he  felt  that  victory 
was  his,  the  tables  were  turned,  for  Sir 
Mark's  sword  which  he  held  snapped  short 
off  at  the  hilt,  and  it  was  only  by  stepping 
sharply  back  that  Gil  saved  his  life. 

For,  beside  himself  with  fury.  Sir  Mark 
seized  the  opportunity,  and  aimed  so  deadly 


314  SWEET  MACE. 

a  thrust  that  it  must  have  passed  through 
his  opponent's  body.  Gil's  rapid  retrograde 
movement  saved  him,  however,  for  the  mo- 
ment, though  he  tripped  over  the  remains 
of  a  mould,  and  fell  headlong  at  his  adver- 
sary's feet. 

^^  Slain  in  fair  fight,"  cried  Sir  Mark,  ex- 
ultantly, as,  leaping  forward,  he  placed  his 
foot  upon  his  adversary's  chest,  and  thrust 
at  his  throat. 

^^  Not  yet,"  cried  Gil,  hoarsely.  ^^  I  am  a 
sailor." 

As  he  spoke  he  caught  the  descending 
blade  in  his  hand,  turned  it  aside,  and  it 
passed  into  the  charcoal  floor,  while,  before 
Sir  Mark  could  repeat  his  thrust,  he  was  sent 
staggering  back  as  Gil  sprang  to  his  feet. 
Then,  sharply  striking  aside  a  fresh  thrust, 
Gil  closed  with  his  adversary ;  there  was 
a  brief  struggle ;  with  one  hand  holding  Sir 
Mark's  sword-wrist,  the  other  raised  on  high, 
he  was  about  to  strike  with  his  short  keen 
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dagger,  when  a  loud  cry  arrested  him,  and 
Mace,  followed  by  her  father  and  his  fore- 
man Croftly,  ran  in. 

^*'  Shame  on  thee,  Gilbert  Carr,"  cried 
Mace,  as  she  rushed  between  the  adversaries. 
^^Is  this  thy  conduct  towards  my  father's 
guest  ?  " 

"  Thy  father's  guest  would  have  run  me 
through,  mistress,"  he  said,  curtly.  ''  I  did 
but  fight  for  life." 

"  I'll  have  no  more  of  this,"  cried  the 
founder,  fiercely.  ^'  Gilbert  Carr,  there  have 
been  too  much  of  thy  swashbuckling  ways.'' 
'^  Nay,  Master  Cobbe,  you  are  too  hard 
upon  me,''  said  Gil.  "  It  was  a  fair  fight, 
fairly  provoked.'' 

*'  I'll  not  have  my  child  made  the  j)rize 
for  any  fighting,"  cried  the  founder,  hotly. 
"  Mace,  this  is  your  doing.'' 

^^  If  Gilbert  Carr  made  me  the  object  for 
which  his  sword  was  bared,"  cried  Mace, 
coldly,  ''  he  might  have  left  it  in  itB  sheath." 
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''  I  have  not  deserved  this  at  your  hands, 
Mace,"  v/hispered  Gil.  ^^  It  is  cruel,  indeed." 

Mace  spoke  not,  but  as  she  saw  her  lover's 
emotion  she  felt  that  she  would  rather  bite 
out  her  tongue  than  say  such  words  again. 

'^  I  forbade  you  my  place,  Gil  Carr," 
cried  the  founder.  ''  You  are  no  friend  to 
me.  Sir  Mark  is  my  guest,  and  an  officer 
of  the  King,  whom  you  have  assailed,  so  get 
you  gone  ere  the  officers  of  justice  lay  you 
by  the  heels.'' 

'^  I  fear  no  officers  of  justice,"  cried  Gil, 
angrily;  ^^  and  I  presume  Sir  Mark  is  too 
much  of  a  gentleman  to  shelter  himself 
behind  their  staves.'' 

^'  But  you  need  fear  them,"  cried  the 
founder  angrily.  ^'What  is  this  I  hear  of 
AbelChurr?" 

^^  What  has  he  dared  to  tell?"  cried  Gil, 
forgetting  himself  for  the  moment. 

"  Men  with  mute  lips  tell  nought,"  said 
the  founder.     '^  Where  is  Abel  Churr  ?" 
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'^  I  know  not,"  replied  Gil. 

''  Nay,  but  you  should  know,"  continued 
the  founder,  as  Master  Peasegood  and  Father 
Brisdone  came  panting  in  from  an  unsuc- 
cessful search.  '^  Tom  Croftly,  tell  what 
you  heard.  Abel  Churr  was  an  idle  raff, 
but  he  was  a  man,  and  one  of  us  here." 

As  he  spoke  Mace's  countenance  changed, 
and  she  drew  nearer  to  Gril. 

''  I  don't  know  much,  master,"  said  the 
foundryman  slowly,  '^  only  that  seven  days 
ago  I  saw  Abel  Churr  half  drunken,  and  he 
was  boasting  that  he  knew  a  secret  of  the 
captain's  there  which  would  hang  him  if  it 
was  known." 

''  He  must  have  told  you,  too,  Father 
Brisdone,"  said  Master  Peasegood,  quickly. 

*'  Abel  Churr  did  confess  to  me  when  I 
encountered  him  in  the  woods,  Brother 
Peasegood,  but  the  words  uttered  in  con- 
fession are  sacred.     I  cannot  tell." 
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'^  Not  if  a  man's  character  is  at  stake," 
cried  Master  Peasegood. 

"  I'll  soon  end  this,"  said  the  founder,  as 
Gil  quietly  replaced  his  doublet  and  took  his 
sword  from  Sir  Mark's  hand.  "  Gil  Carr, 
speak  out  like  a  man.  Where  is  Abel 
Churr?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Gil,  firmly. 
'^  Had  he  some  secret  of  yours?" 
Gil  paused  for  a  moment,   and  his  eyes 
encountered  those  of  Mace  gazing  at  him  in 
a  beseeching  way,  when  a  change  seemed  to 
come  over  him,  and  he  replied  frankly — 
"  Yes." 

"What  was  it?" 

'^  A  secret  that  I  wished  to  keep." 
"  How   did    he   find   it   out  ? "    said    the 
founder. 

''  How  do  I  know,  sir  ?  By  creeping 
through  the  wood,  and  dogging  my  steps,  I 
suppose." 
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^'  When  did  you  see  liini  last  ?"  said  the 
founder. 

^^  A  week  ago." 

-Where?" 

"  In  the  woods,"  replied  Gil,  who  sub- 
mitted to  the  examination  as  it  were  in 
obedience  to  Mace's  eyes. 

"  And  what  passed  there  ? "  said  the 
founder. 

"I'll  tell  you,"  replied  Gil.  "I  found 
him  prying  into  my  affairs,  and  I  seized 
him." 

"  And  threatened  him  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  swore  I  would  hang  him  to  the 
yardarm  of  my  ship  if  I  caught  him  again." 

"  Yes— and  then  ?  " 

''  Then  I  let  him  go." 

"  And  since  then  ?" 

"  I  have  not  seen  him  since." 

Mace's  eyes  brightened  with  satisfaction, 
and  Gil,  as  he  stood  there  alone,  felt  recom- 
pensed for  much  of  the  past,  as  it  seemed  to 
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him  that  now  he  was  in  trouble  she  was 
turning  to  liim. 

"  Sir  Thomas  Beckley  must  know  this," 
cried  the  founder.  '^The  suspicion  is  that 
Abel  Churr  has  been  foully  dealt  with,  and 
that  you,  Gilbert  Carr,  are  to  blame." 

"  And  I  say  that  whoever  charges  me 
with  hurt  to  Abel  Churr  lies,"  cried  Gil, 
hotly.  ''  The  scoundrel  had  a  secret  of 
mine  in  his  keeping,  and  I  did  threaten  him, 
but  I  let  him  go  when  I  had  caught  him 
robbing  me,  with  such  a  warning  that  I  felt 
he  would  never  come  again." 

There  was  truth  in  his  bearing,  but  some- 
how there  was  only  one  present  who  believed 
him,  as  he  stood  there  alone,  while  the 
founder  said  coldly, 

^'  Gilbert  Carr,  there's  a  dark  suspicion 
hanging  over  thee.  It  may  be  that  the  deed 
was  not  done  by  thee,  but  by  orders  to  thy 
men ;  but,  anyway,  it  behoves  thee  to  clear 
thyself   by  finding  Abel    Churr.      Till  you 


SWEET  MACE.  321 

can  do  that,  come  upon  my  premises  no 
more.  Sir  Mark,  we  are  a  rough  people 
here,  and  set  at  naught  some  of  the  laws, 
but  we  hold  a  man's  life  in  good  esteem.  I 
shall  see  Sir  Thomas,  our  justice,  in  the 
morning,  and  no  stone  will  be  left  unturned 
to  find  this  wretched  man." 

"  Gilbert  Carr,"  said  Master  Peasegood, 
advancing;  "  speak  out  once  more — Do  you 
know  aught  of  this  wretched  man  ?  " 

"I  have  said  all  I  know.  Master  Peasegood," 
replied  Gil,  quietly.      ''  I  can  say  no  more." 

"  We  must  wait.  Master  Cobbe,"  said  the 
parson.  ^' Seven  days  are  but  a  short  time. 
He  will  come  back  perhaps  ere  long." 

"  I  hope  he  will,''  said  the  founder,  firmly. 
''Gilbert  Carr,  this  is  my  land,  and  no  place 
for  thee." 

Gil  looked  at  him  angrily,  and  then  at 
Mace,  whose  glance  disarmed  him  once  again. 

'^As  you  will.  Master  Cobbe,"  he  said. 
''  Some  day  perhaps   you   may  regret   this 

VOL.  I.  Y 
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harshness  to  so  old  a  friend.  Mace,  as  I  am 
to  be  dismissed,  goodbye  till  we  meet  again 
— in  better  times." 

He  advanced  and  held  out  his  hand,  but 
Sir  Mark,  who  was  near  her,  interposed. 

"  Stand  back,  sir,"  he  said ;  "  no  man 
with  such  a  suspicion  resting  upon  him  shall 
touch  Mistress  Cobbe's  hand." 

Gril  seized  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  with 
one  swing  hurled  him  aside. 

^^  Your  hand,  MaceCobbe,"  he  said,  holding 
out  his  own,  in  which  she  laid  hers  for  a  few 
moments,  before  hurrying  to  her  father's  side. 

A  dead  silence  had  fallen  on  the  group, 
and  as  Gil  turned  to  go  he  felt  that  appear- 
ances were  sadly  against  him,  though  it 
would  be  vain  to  say  more  then.  Striding 
across  the  foundry  he  made  for  the  open 
door,  angry  even  unto  passion,  but  helpless 
under  the  pressure  of  opinion.  He  was  not 
prepared  for  the  fresh  reverse  that  he 
encountered,  as,  after  turning  to  exchange 
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a  fierce  glance  with  Sir  Mark,  which  said 
plainly  enough,  '^  We  shall  meet  again,"  he 
was  half  startled  by  finding  his  way  barred 
by  Mother  Goodhugh,  who  was  standing  in 
the  doorway,  full  in  the  red  light  cast  by 
the  furnace. 

He  drew  back  as  the  old  woman  moved 
her  stick  and  stepped  into  the  building. 

^*  Is  he  to  be  screened?"  she  cried  aloud. 
^^  I  say,  is  he  to  be  screened  ?  Your  friend, 
Master  Cobbe — the  friend  of  your  child — the 
man  you  mean  to  make  your  son.  I  say,  is 
he  to  be  screened  ?  " 

"  Hold  thy  prate,"  cried  the  founder, 
angrily.  '^  Mother  Goodhugh,  I  am  in  no 
humour  to  listen  to  thee  now." 

**  Nay,  but  thou  shalt  listen.  I  say  is  he 
to  be  screened  ?  Gil  Carr,"  she  cried,  turn- 
ing upon  him  sharply,  '^  where  is  Abel 
Churr  ?  " 

^^  Stand  aside,  woman,"  cried  Gil.  ^'  I 
know  not." 

y2 
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''  But  you  do  know,"  cried  Mother  Good- 
hugh.  ''  He  was  my  only  friend,  and  I  will 
have  all  brought  to  light.  He  went  to  fol- 
low you  in  the  forest.  You  met  him — speak, 
did  you  not  meet  him  ?  " 

''  I  did,"  said  Gil  sharply. 

''And  you  murdered  him,''  cried  the  old 
woman.  ^'  Ha,  ha,  ha !  As  I  said — as  I  said ; 
more  care  for  the  house  of  Cobbe.  The 
curses  fall  thick  and  fast.  As  I  said,  as  I 
said.  Yes,  get  you  gone,  murderer,  and 
you,  good  people,  have  the  forest  searched 
for  the  remains  of  his  victim.  He  must  be 
found — he  must  be  found." 

Gil  turned  upon  her  angrily,  but  he  did 
not  speak.  He  strode  from  the  building,  out 
into  the  summer  night,  hot  and  angry;  and 
as  he  went  along  the  lane  he  could  hear  the 
old  woman's  shrillest  tone  as  she  shouted 
after  him  ;  and  even  the  hurrying  water  in 
the  race  towards  the  wheel  seemed  to  repeat 
the  word  ^'  Murderer,"  in  his  ears. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

HOW  A  CASEMENT  WAS  OPENED. 

In  the  days  which  followed  there  was  a  dili- 
gent search  for  Abel  Churr,  in  which  Gilbert 
Carr's  men  joined  hands  with  those  of  the 
founder,  for  reasons  best  known  to  Gil ;  and 
every  likely  place  in  the  forest  was  searched 
save  the  ravine  leading  to  the  cave  entry, 
and  that  was  gone  over  by  Gil's  men  alone. 
At  times  there  might  be  one  or  two  who  felt 
disposed  to  give  Gil  the  credit  of  having 
made  away  with  a  man  who  had  been  a  spy 
upon  his  actions,  but  very  little  was  said  on 
the  matter,  the  common  people,  as  a  body, 
liking  the  captain  and  his  men,  whose  return 
from  a  voyage  was  heartily  welcomed,  even 
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though  at  times  they  were  rather  more  than 
free. 

Those  who  spoke  out  and  sided  with 
Mother  Goodhugh  received  hints  to  keep  their 
tongues  more  quiet,  the  hints  being  trace- 
able to  Wat  Kilby ;  but  there  was  but  little 
need  to  speak.  Gil  was  too  great  a  favourite; 
and  when  there  was  some  talk  (on  the  part 
of  Sir  Thomas  Beckley)  of  the  captain  being 
arrested  and  inquisitions  made.  Sir  Thomas 
received  so  broad  a  hint  from  his  daughter 
not  to  interfere  with  Gil,  and  also  from  the 
captain's  followers,  to  let  matters  rest,  that 
he  hastily  obeyed. 

,  **  I'm  not  going  to  blame  thee,  skipper," 
said  Wat  Kilby,  one  day  when  the  heat  of 
the  search  was  over  ;  ^ '  but  wouldn't  it  have 
been  better  to  have  shut  him  up  for  a  bit 
till  we  started,  and  then  have  taken  him 
away  ?  " 

The  captain  turned  sharply  round  upon 
him. 
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'^  Look  here,  Wat,"  he  said ;  ^^  do  you 
believe  that  I  have  murdered  Abel  Churr  ?  " 

"  Lord,  no,  lad,  not  murdered  ;  that  be  too 
terrifying  a  word.  Pookedhim — executed  him 
for  a  spy — pooked  him  ;  and  quite  right  too." 

'^  Once  for  all,"  cried  the  captain,  ''  let  it 
be  fully  understood  by  you,  and  you  can 
tell  the  men,  that  I  caught  Abel  Churr  in 
the  store,  and,  after  frightening  him,  I  let 
him  go,  making  him  swear  that  he  would 
never  approach  the  place  or  divulge  its 
position  to  a  soul." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  tell  the  lads  that  ?  '" 
said  Wat. 

^'  Yes,  of  course." 

'*  Nay,  then  I^m  a  mutineer.  I'm  not 
going  to  help  'em  to  such  words  as  that." 

''Why  not?" 
.    **  Why  not,   skipper?     Because  it  would 
lower  you  in  the  eyes  of  every  man  of  the 
crew.     What !  after  the  oath  we  swore,  and 
after  the  way  the  boys  have  kept  it,  for  you, 
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our  captain,  to  go  and  let  loose  a  varmin 
who  had  broken  in  and  was  robbing  you, 
perhaps  hunting  out  the  savings  and  trade 
every  man  has  got  stored  up  here?  Nay, 
captain,  it  would  be  degrading  you  in  the 
eyes  of  all." 

^'  What  would  you  have  done,  then  ?  " 

^^  What  would  I  have  done?"  said  Wat. 
'^  Why,  same  as  you  did — killed  him  like 
the  varmin  he  was,  and  buried  him  in  the 
mixen  or  under  the  stones." 

^^You  really  believe,  then,  that  I  killed 
this  man  in  cold  blood  ?  " 

"Why,  of  course,  skipper ;  you  couldn't  do 
otherwise.  As  to  a  man  and  cold  blood !  bah  ! 
he  was  a  rat,  and  he  was  caught.  Do  you  know 
how  the  lads  searched  the  little  valley  ?  " 

a  No." 

''  Crept  through  the  wood,  pooked  the 
grass  aside,  and  sat  down  and  smoked,"  said 
Wat  with  a  chuckle. 

*^  Then  they  did  not  properly  search  it  ?" 
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Of  course  not,"  cried  Wat,  gruffly. 
*'  You  don't  suppose  they  wanted  to  find 
that  girt  fox,  do  you  ?  " 

"Wat,"  cried  the  captain  angrily,  "you 
disobeyed  my  orders.  That  place  shall  be 
searched,  and  that  at  once." 

"What — and  try  to  warm  up  the  scent 
again,  captain  ?  Nay,  he's  sattled,  let 
sleeping  dogs  lie.  The  world's  all  the  better 
for  there  being  no  Abel  Churr ;  and  the 
adders  and  things  can  have  a  chance  of 
marrying  and  having  families  without  being 
pulled  out  of  their  holes  by  the  tail." 

As  he  spoke,  the  old  sailor  turned  away, 
and  Gil  walked  to  the  cottage  where  he 
had  his  temporary  home. 

That  night  on  the  dark  bank  in  front  of 
the  Pool-house  four  glowworms  shone  out  for 
the  first  time  for  weeks,  and  Gil  Carr  walked 
across  the  little  swing-bridge  towards  the 
founder's  garden. 

The  sight  of  a  few  glowworms  on  that 
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bank  might  have  been  expected  after  the 
many  that  had  been  placed  there  at  various 
times  by  Gil,  but  they  never  stayed  long, 
for  the  blackbird  or  thrush  generally  made  a 
meal  of  them;  and  when,  on  that  night, 
Mace  went  up  to  her  room,  glancing  out  as 
was  her  custom  before  drawing  the  blind, 
she  knew  that  before  long  there  would  be 
some  one  waiting  beneath  the  casement,  and 
her  heart  began  to  beat. 

She  had  not  seen  Gil  since  the  evening  of 
his  encounter  with  Sir  Mark,  and,  truth  to 
tell,  she  had  watched  night  after  night  to  see 
if  he  would  try  to  see  her,  and  sad  of  heart 
had  gone  to  her  sleepless  couch  without 
a  sign. 

Sir  Mark  was  still  there,  but  was  to  leave 
in  a  day  or  two,  having  sent  on  his  report 
of  the  works,  and  pleading  ill-health  as  a 
reason  for  staying  longer.  But  his  conduct 
to  her  had  changed.  There  was  less  of  the 
sighing  gallant  in  his   manner,  though    he 
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appeared  pained  by  her  coldness,  and  treated 
her  with  studied  respect. 

The  founder  and  he  seemed  to  be  growing 
firm  friends,  though  Mace  with  pain  saw 
that  the  visitor  was  gaining  an  ascendancy 
over  her  father's  actions  that  augured  no 
future  good. 

Janet  was  with  her  in  her  room  that 
night,  and  meaningly  drew  her  attention  to 
the  tiny  lights,  but  received  so  sharp  a  look 
for  her  pains  that  she  ventured  to  say  no 
more,  and  soon  after  left  the  room  to  go  and 
stand  irresolutely  in  the  passage,  thinking. 

^'  He's  there,"  she  said,  with  malicious 
glee  lighting  up  her  eyes;  "and  he's  for- 
bidden to  come.  He  played  with  me  and 
tricked  me,  professing  so  much  and  then 
laughing  at  me,  and  telling  me  I  was  not  to 
listen  to  old  Wat  Kilby.  Suppose  I  trick 
him." 

She  paused,  thinking  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  slipping  into  a  small  room — half 
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dressing-room,  half  bureau — she  took  a  cloak 
and  hood  from  a  peg  and  slipped  them  on. 

Meanwhile  Gil  had  passed  softly  into  the 
garden,  and  stood  waiting  in  the  darkness  of 
the  summer  night,  to  see  if  Mace's  looks 
towards  him  had  any  meaning,  and  he  had 
not  waited  long  before  a  faint  click  told  him 
that  the  casement  had  been  opened. 

"  Mace." 

^^Gil." 

^^  Why  have  you  come  ?  " 

^^  Because  you  were  in  trouble,  Gil,  and  I 
wished  to  say  a  word  or  two  of  comfort,  and 
to  ask  you  of  Abel  Churr." 

'^  I  know  what  you  would  say,"  he  said, 
softly.     ^^  Am  I  guilty  ?     Is't  not  so  ?  " 

^^Yes." 

He  laughed  gently  as  he  strained  his  eyes 
to  try  and  make  out  the  outlines  of  her  sweet 
face. 

''  Mace,"  he  said,  ^4t  is  like  old  times  to 
be  here  again,  and  there  is  more  light  and 
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hope  in  my  heart  than  there  has  been  for 
weeks.  Let  me  answer  you  with  another 
question.  If  I  were  guilty,  Mace,  should  I  be 
here?" 

^'No,"  she  said  softly,  as  her  hand  stole 
down,  white  and  soft,  amongst  the  roses,  to 
be  seized  and  held  to  his  breast.  "  But  tell 
me,  Gil,  with  your  own  lips,  that  you  are 
innocent ;  that  this  charge  is  not  true,  and  I 
will  believe  you." 

^^  Mace,  child,  so  help  me " 

*^  Stop,"  she  whispered,  hastily ;  *'  the  man 
who  loves  me  needs  no  oaths.  Tell  me  on 
your  word,  Gil,  as  a  gentleman,  that  you  are 
guiltless,  and  I  will  believe." 

'^  There  is  my  hand,"  he  whispered ; 
*^ place  yours  within  it.  There;  does  it 
burn  ?" 

''No, "she  whispered ;  ^'  it  is  cool  and  soft." 

^^Yes,"  he  said,  quietly;  ^^but  if  it  were 

stained  with  Abel  Churr's  blood    it  would 

burn  and  flush  at  the  touch  of  your  innocent 


334  SWEET  MACE. 

palm.  If  I  said  there  had  never  been  blood 
upon  it,  child,  I  should  lie ;  but  it  has  been 
the  blood  of  an  enemy,  shed  in  fair  fight ; 
and  as  often,"  he  added,  with  a  laugh,  '^  it 
has  been  my  own.  Mace,  you  have  never 
misjudged  me,  darling  ?  Tell  me  that  you 
never  believed  me  to  be  the  assassin  they 
would  make  me  out." 

''  Never,  Gil." 

^'  Thank  God,  then,  that  I  was  suspected." 

'^  What  ?  "  she  cried,  starting. 

''  I  say  thank  God  that  I  was  suspected." 

"  Why  ?  " 

^*  Because  it  has  swept  away  the  clouds 
between  us,  and  turned  your  gentle  heart  to 
me  because  I  was  in  pain  and  trouble  :  that 
is  all." 

"  Is  that  all,  Gil  ?  Did  I  ever  turn  from 
thee  ?  "  she  faltered. 

^^Yes,"  he  said  with  a  half-laugh,  "you 
believed  me  false  and  trifling  with  Mistress 
Anne  Beckley,  whom  I  had  saved  from  the 
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annoyance  offered  by  my  men  ;  and  I,  poor 
silly-pated  fool,  believed  you  to  care  for 
that  coxcomb  Sir  Mark,  whom,  thank  heaven, 
you  saved  from  an  unkindly  blow.  Yes, 
sweet,  I  have  been  a  fool,  a  jealous,  weak, 
but  always  loving  fool.  Forgive  me,  for  I 
must  go." 

"  Forgive  you,  Gil  ?  Will  you  forgive  me 
my  want  of  trust  ?  " 

^'With  all  my  heart,  sweet;  and  now  I 
must  leave  you.  Mace,  child,  thou  art  my 
wife,  or  the  wife  of  no  man,  come  what  may. 
If  I  stay  from  you  it  is  because  I  would 
not  anger  thy  father  by  these  pitiful  nightly 
visits.  I  love  you  too  well,  child,  to  come 
like  this.  Perhaps  in  a  week  or  two  I  shall 
be  away  across  the  seas,  where  night  and 
day  your  face  will  be  my  hope ;  Mace,  your 
dear  eyes  will  be  the  stars  by  which  I  steer. 
Good-bye,  sweet,  good-bye." 

He  held  her  hand  tightly  in  his,  and  it 
clung  to  his  in  return.     Then    placing   his 
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left  hand  on  the  heavy  trellis,  and  a  foot  on 
the  sill  below  her  casement,  he  raised  him- 
self to  a  level  with  her  face,  and  as  he 
drew  her  to  him  lips  touched  lips  for  a  brief 
moment,  and  then  he  lightly  dropped  back 
again,  as  a  quick  rustling  noise,  and  a  hasty 
exclamation,  followed  by  steps,  fell  upon  his 
ear. 

'^  I  must  go,"  he  whispered,  ''  for  both 
our  sakes.     Good-bye." 

''  Good-bye." 

Plain,  homely  words ;  but  they  meant 
much  as  spoken  then. 

Turning  once  more  to  gaze  up  at  the 
window,  Gil  was  walking  rapidly  the  next 
moment  towards  the  path,  when  a  dark 
figure  started  up  in  his  way. 
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